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GIANT KRUSH 


Then exercise with the sensational 


e Scientifically Designed 
e A real Challenge 
to your MANLINESS 


HOW IT WORKS 


Unlike weights, cables and other forms of exercises, the 
great new GIANT KRUSHER works the muscles and ten- 
dons hidden deep in the chest and shoulders—the real 
POWER muscles so vital to complete body development 
and STRENGTH. But the KRUSHER must be used with com- 
plete regularity in order for you to enjoy its full benefits. 
If you use it faithfully the results will amaze you and you 
will use it for years and years to come. This remarkable 
piece of equipment is made of heavy metal with oil- 
tempered springs and wood handles for firm gripping. 
You will agree with us that the GIANT KRUSHER was built 
to last A LIFETIME. 


Better Health Institute, Dept. B-5 
31 Union Square West—Room 501, 
New York 3, New York 

Please rush me your amazing GIANT KRUSHER. | enclose $8.50 
plus 50 cents shipping charges. A total of $9.00. 
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A Thrilling, Completely NEW 
Wrestling Section in Every Issue! 


For the wrestling fan who wants to keep 
posted every month BOXING ILLUS- 
TRATED-WRESTLING NEWS is a 
must. Every issue contains a completely 
new wrestling section, packed with sensa- 
tional pictures and thrilling stories pre- 
pared by the editors of WRESTLING 
REVUE. 


The subscription rate is only $3.50 
(twelve big issues) per year. The biggest 
wrestling bargain available anywhere. 
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miss an issue. So great is the demand for both these 
thrill-packed magazines that news dealers are com- 
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TION SUBSCRIPTION guarantees that you will re- 
ceive every issue. 


Because 


Both BOXING ILLUSTRATED and WRESTLING 
REVUE are read by more people every month than 
ALL their competitors combined! 


Because 
The professionals themselves — boxers, wrestlers, 
managers and promoters. — are fuithful readers. 


And like all smart fans, they prize and save every 
issue, making certain that they have a complete, 
up-to-the-minute history of both boxing and wrest- 
ling at their finger tips. 
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BRUISER ROOTER 
Sirs: 

I have looked through every issue of your fine 
magazine and I was unable to find a single story 
about the greatest wrestler in the world, Dick the 
Bruiser. This seemed incredible to me. Even 
though Bruiser is rough—even brutal at times— 
he is an exciting personality who is certainly de- 
serving of recognition by the world's leading 
wrestling magazine. 

LINDA REYNOLDS 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


@ See Page 14 this issue. Also see the Aug/61 
issue of BOXING ILLUSTRATED-WRESTLING 
NEWS for another story about the Bruiser.—ED. 


"GARDEN-ING" BOUQUETS 


Sirs: 

In “Record Breaking Night at Madison Square 
Garden" (Summer/61) you said that Vittorio 
"Argentina" Apollo is no relation to Antonino 
Rocca. However, I have read elsewhere that Apollo 
is actually Rocca's cousin. Who's right? 

DAVE CLEVELAND 
Wilmette, Ill. 


@ lf we said it, Dave—we mean it.—ED. 


BEST COVERAGE 


Sirs: 

I want to congratulate you on your magnificent 
article, *A Record Breaking Night at Madison 
Square Garden." It was, in my opinion, the best 
coverage I have ever seen on wrestling in any 
magazine. I enjoyed it because it gave me a stir- 
ring picture of wrestling in the Eastern U.S. Will 
you have similar coverages in future issues ? 

TOM ARNIERI 
Chicago, Ill. 


@ The above speaks for several dozen warm let- 
ters received about that Garden article. More will 
follow.—ED. 


MORE PEPPER—FOR SPICE 
Sirs: 

Discovered your magazine this Spring; it's the 
greatest. There was only one thing missing. You 


didn't have an article on Pepper Gomez. Pepper is 
Texas champion, which is as good as any cham- 
pion anywhere. He recently beat the pants off 
Angelo Poffo and his cane-swinging shill, Bronko 
Lubich. The fans promptly carried Pepper around 
the auditorium on their shoulders, cheering 
wildly. I think he deserves a place in your maga- 
zine along with other great names in wrestling. 
I know a lot of fans down here who feel the same 
so let’s see some coverage of other places besides 
the usual. 

LEANNA LAND 

Houston, Texas 


@ Hold your horses, Leanna! Among others, we 
ran a big 15-page section on Texas Rasslin’ in the 
Winter, 1960 issue; also an article about Pepper 
Gomez in the Winter 1961, issue and another in 
BOXING ILLUSTRATED, August/59. There’s 
still another coming up in the next issue of WR. 
So far as we’re concerned, no place featuring good 
wrestling is “usual.” —ED. 


CHAMP LIST 


Sirs: 

Liked your listing of all the world champions 
from Gotch to O'Connor. It was a valuable addi- 
tion to your excellent magazine. In your next issue 
I think you should have other listings, such as 
tag-team champions, women champs, etc. 

DENNIS R. FERGUSON 
Oregon, Illinois 


VALENTINE—GOOD GUY OR BAD? 
Sirs: ` 
Johnny Valentine has always been one of the 
most foul villains in the country. In your story 
“Closeup of Johnny Valentine" (Summer, 1961), 
you say he has taken a turn for the better. I've 
studied psychology and I claim that Valentine is 
an incorrigible! He may appear to be a hero for a 
while, just to impress you and get more publi-’ 
city, but 111 bet that he reverts to type before 
long and resumes his criminal career of maiming 
his fellow human beings. Don't be naive! 
GEORGE SALSBURY 
Roanoke, Va. 


ROCCA THE GREATEST? 
Sirs: 

Your coverage of Antonino Rocca has been com- 
plete and fascinating. However, I notice a deadly 
pattern in your stories. You keep hinting that 
Rocca is more a showman and an acrobat than a 
wrestler, and that there are many wrestlers today 
who are better than he. You have in the past 
hinted that men like Lou Kim, Bob Geigel, Ray 
Gunkel and even the diminutive Ricki Starr may 


be Rocea’s superior in an out-and-out wrestling 
match. This is ridiculous, in my opinion. The great 
Tony is a wrestler, above all—an acrobat when 
necessary, and a showman only to conform with 
today’s style of wrestling. I claim he can take on 
your precious Pat O'Connor, Ed Carpentier and 
all the other claimants to the “title” in one night, 
and go undefeated. 

BILLY MAUGHNE 

Sandusky, Ohio 


NOT THE GREATEST 
Sirs: 

In “Antonino the Great” you have crystallized 
the life and very being of Antonino Rocca into one 
of the finest "portraits" of a wrestler I've ever 
read. Although he isn't the world's greatest wres- 
tler (in fact, he's just mediocre in that depart- 
ment) he is without doubt one of the world's lead- 
ing personalities. And that is almost as important 
when it comes to pleasing the eager and impa- 
tient audiences who make today's quick-style 
wrestling what it is. Let's have more of these 
complete, soul-searching biographies of the top 
wrestlers as only WR can do them. 

MANNY SCHWARTZ 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


@ Coming up—more soul-searching bios.—ED. 


PRICELESS PEDERSON PIC 


Sirs: 

That photo of Eric Pederson on page 15 of the 
Summer/61 issue is priceless. There's no action, 
but that expression!—Neanderthal man in per- 
son! What a difference between it and Eric's posed 
glamour boy shot on page 13, same issue. 

DIANE CURTIS 
Spokane, Washington 


HIGH ON SKY LOW LOW 
Sirs: 

Stick to your terrific coverage of all phases of 
wrestling, natch, but don't forget to include stuff 
like that wonderfully humorous double page pic- 
ture of the midgets on pages 16-17, Summer/61. 
Any subject can use a little comic relief now and 
then—including wrestling. The picture of Sky 
Low Low set a new high, high, high in wrestling 
humor! 

RAUL SANCHEZ 
San Juan, Puerto Rico 


KILLER FOR REAL? 
Sirs: 

I’ve been studying the picture of Killer Kowal- 
ski (page 18, Summer/61) and have decided that 


Kowalski did not come by his name by accident. 
This is the portrait of a murderer—the kind of 
maniac who would rupture the windpipe of Tarzan 
Zorra and lop off the ear of Yukon Eric—on pur- 
pose! Why do they allow such a creature to make 
money on mayhem? 

HENDERSON PERKINS 

Perth Amboy, N. J. 


Q You studied the picture? How about reading 
the story ?—ED. 


WHERE THE GIRLS ARE 
Sirs: 

Seems to me you give too much space to such 
disgusting exhibitions as the tag team match be- 
tween full-grown girls and midgets (Summer/61). 
Every issue of WRESTLING REVUE features at 
least one story of this type. If it continues, I’ll dis- 
continue my subscription. I’ll also complain to the 
Post Office Department. 

PETER HALLICK 
Windsor, Ontario 


@ We plan to continue our complete coverage of 
professional wrestling; that includes girl wres- 
tling, tag teams, midgets, mixed and mud.—ED. 


SPEAKING OF MUSCLES 


Sirs: 

You show Bruno Sammartino actually lifting 
640-pound Haystacks Calhoun off the ground in 
the Summer issue. Has anyone else ever accom- 
plished this superhuman feat? 

“ACE” MULDOON 
New York, N. Y. 


No—ED.‏ و 


CARNERA A GOOD WRESTLER? 


Sirs: 

Im a boxing fan, mostly, but because I like 
your BOXING ILLUSTRATED, I also get WR— 
and it's made a wrestling fan of me. I was happy 
to see your recent story about Primo Carnera 
but sorry he still has to make his living in so 
strenuous a business. Da Preem never could fight, 
as everybody knows, but what I'm wondering is: 
Can he really wrestle? 

ARNOLD RIESER 
Boston, Mass. 


Q Primo Carnera, a wrestler before he was side- 
tracked into boxing, is a very good matman. De- 
spite his age—he's been an athlete for 35 years— 
Primo can still hold his own with the best. If he 
had never taken time out to become the World 
Heavyweight Boxing Champion he would have 
been a champion wrestler, very likely. And also 
much happier.—ED. (continued on page 67) 


Carpentier used this picture of Patterson-Johansson fight to 


make a point. “Notice how Patterson, left, rushes in, leaving 
his body an open target. He would be easy to floor,” said Ed. 


CHALLE! 


The brilliant Frenchman issues a direct and 


FLOYD PATTERSON, 
THE CHAMPION 


Í can whip Floyd Patterson, the heavyweight boxing 
champion of the world! 


KNOW that statement may sound funny, coming from 

me. I’m supposed to be a modest person who doesn’t 
brag, make wild statements, kick my opponents when 
they’re down or steal milk from babies. Well, the truth 
is, I’ve never done any of those things—and I’m not 
bragging now. I am simply stating a fact: / can defeat 
Floyd Patterson in the ring. Now, let me elaborate and 
you'll understand why I make this statement. 

In the first place, all my life I’ve been hearing the old 
argument— Can a boxer beat a wrestler on his own terms, 
or vice versa? I'm sick and tired of it. I have seen many 
such bouts. Sometimes the wrestler wins, sometimes the 
boxer wins. 

It's stupid! 

I mean it's stupid the way they stage such contests. It 
stands.to reason that a good boxer cannot possibly de- 
feat a professional wrestler in a wrestling match—nor 
can a good wrestler, no matter how big or strong, beat a 
top-notch professional fighter with both wearing gloves. 
Neither was trained to compete against the other, neither 
took the time to acquire the other's skills—nor needed 


, to! (I admit that some of today's TV boxing bouts look 


like wrestling matches—and a lot of today's wrestling 
contests have more punch than pin.) 

So, then—none of the mixed matches held so far have 
proved a thing. Including that recent "contest" which 
pitted Archie Moore vs. The Shires Brothers. 

Only because so many of my well-meaning friends and 
correspondents have asked my opinion on the subject 
am I giving it. I’m going farther. I’m hereby challenging 
Floyd Patterson to a boxing-wrestling contest to prove, 
once and for all, something I have known for many 
years: In man-to-man physical combat, a wrestler is su- 
perior to a boxer. In a knock-down-drag-out fight, 
wherein one man does his best to injure, cripple or kill 
another with nature’s own weapons, wrestling is superior 
to boxing. 


and what’s more explains exactly how he 


will defeat him 


unavoidable challenge to the champion boxer- 


ED CARPENTIER, 
THE CHALLENGER 


No, I don’t intend to injure, cripple or kill Floyd Pat- 
terson; I'm merely establishing my opinion, finally and 
officially. As for the challenge—I will meet Floyd Patter- 
son anytime, anywhere, in the Yankee Stadium, Madi- 
son Square Garden, the Eighth Avenue Gymnasium in 
New York, or in his own backyard. He can name the 
terms—winner take all, 50-50 or double-or-nothing, I 
don't care. Or, if he likes, we will donate the entire pro- 
ceeds to selected American and Canadian charities. And 
—to entice Floyd further, I will post a $100,000 guaran- 
tee if he merely meets me, win or lose. 

What about training? Most fighters, including Patter- 
son, before a major contest, train for months, spending 
anywhere from $2,000 to $15,000 to get themselves in 
shape. I will train exactly four hours—in my own living 
room. Because of the strenuous wrestling schedule I 
maintain, I am in shape at all times. As you know, I was 
an acrobat before I turned to wrestling, in France. I still 
like to keep in shape by working out on the parallel 
bars, and lifting weights. This, together with the three to 
five nights a week on the mat, means that I simply don't 
have time to get out of shape! 

Still, that is not enough reason for me to gamble 
$100,000 on this bout, is it? A person can have a strong 
belief in something and he can generalize; he can say, for 
example, that wrestlers can beat boxers. But when it 
comes to backing up his belief with a fortune—that's 
something else. He must have complete faith and confi- 
dence in himself. How, you ask, can I possibly have 
$100,000 worth of confidence? 

I will tell you. In the past year a great deal has hap- 
pened to me. Most important, of course, is the fact that 
I qualified for Canadian citizenship last April, after liv- 
ing in Canada for five years. 1 love Montreal and have 
made my permanent home there. Second in importance 
was my tour of the western United States. What should 
we call it—? A triumphal tour, maybe? I beat Lou Thesz, 
and I made many friends on that trip. But getting back 
home was best of all. I was greeted like a long lost hero 
when I got back to Montreal! (continued on next page) 


BY EDOUARD CARPENTIER 


‘Ed calls attention to his boxing heritage by reminding skeptics 
that his uncle was the famous ex-light heavyweight boxing 
champion Georges Carpentier, left, who fought Dempsey in 1922, 


Amazing agility like 
this, says Carpentier, 
“will pose an impossible- 
to-solve problem for 

any boxer.” Ed is about 
to toss giant Killer 
Kowalski, 250 pounds: 


Two pictures above demonstrate technique Carpentier uses to bring 
opponents down. Notice how he whips his entire body, using his legs 
as kind of a propellor, to get maximum leverage into his motion. 


Referee ducks under Carpentier's back to make sure his opponent's 
shoulders are pinned. Holds like this would doom Patterson. 


Left: Startling maneuvers such as this unusual head scissors which 
Carpentier uses on Kowalski would be too much for even Patterson. 


Third in importance was something that happened on 
that Western tour. It did not get into the newspapers, 
I'm happy to say, yet it was what convinced me that I 
could beat Floyd Patterson—or any other boxer. Listen: 

While in Portland, Oregon, I was working out in a 
local gymnasium, in private. In came someone I recog- 
nized; he was one of the top challengers for the heavy- 
weight boxing crown. He is a very nice fellow and we 
talked about his chances of becoming champion. I think 
they could be good. So, needless to say, does he. 

I don’t know how we came to fight. Somebody, one of 
my friends, I guess it was, brought up the old argument 
about boxer-wrestler bouts, and which was better. One 
thing led to another and before long this fighter and I— 
he weighs about 200 pounds—were on the practice mat, 
going at one another. Neither of us wore gloves. 1 don’t 
want to embarrass him, so I will not give any hints as to 
his identity. And only four other persons witnessed what 
happened—two of his friends and two of mine. Here's 
what happened. 

He was fast, very fast. But he was, if 1 do say so, like 
a child in my hands. As he would advance, his left hand 
thrust out and jabbing, I simply ducked under his guard 
and pulled his feet out from under him. As he hit the 
mat I could apply any hold at will. A simple toe hold, 
or half nelson or hammerlock never failed to subdue him 
in a few seconds. I could have done it a dozen times. 

Actually, we went to the mat eight times. By then he 
was exhausted—or, at any rate, disgusted with himself. 
When I accused him of taking it easy on me, he laughed. 
“I was trying to knock you out,” he said. 

But that is not the only reason 1 am making this offer 
to Floyd. You see, I am no stranger to boxing. My uncle 
was one of the greatest fighters ever to come out of 
France—and certainly the most handsome—Georges 
Carpentier, the former light heavyweight champion and 
the man who shared the first million-dollar gate with 
Jack Dempsey back in 1921. 

Uncle Georges, when he saw that I was following in 
his athletic footsteps, wanted me to be a boxer. But I 
preferred gymnastics and wrestling, of course; yet I like 
to think that, had I chosen boxing as my career, I might 
today be challenging Patterson to a real Marquis of 
Queensberry Rules fight. However, I’m very happy the 
way things are. The tradition I carry into the ring helps 
make me think I have a strong edge over Patterson. 
Wouldn't it be poetic justice if I were to avenge Uncle 
Georges by beating the champion? As you know, Demp- 
sey knocked out my uncle in the fourth round. Maybe 
it's time the Carpentier family got even! 

All right, supposing Floyd and I meet in the ring. 
How will I beat him? What rules will we follow? 

The rules are simple and, of course, subject to change. 
The only change 1 would make in the usual rules that 
govern such contests is strictly for Floyd's benefit. That 
is, if I got him down, the referee would give me only ten 
seconds in which to pin him. If I didn't get a pin in that 
time, he would be allowed to get to his feet and we 
would begin again. Floyd could use regular six- or 
eight-ounce gloves, skin tight gloves or bare knuckles, it 
would not matter. In fact, I would have no objecting if, 
when on the floor he chose to wrestle! 

That, I think, is fair. 


The famous Frenchman says frankly, "In a bout with 
Patterson it would not be necessary to use spectacular holds 
like the spinning head scissors (above). | would use only 
straight holds such as headlocks, scissors, perhaps a few 
armlocks. | think the best holds in this case would be 
those applied to the boxer's lower body, mainly his legs.“ 


Before I finish, let me comment on a similar chal- 
lenge máde by Antonino Rocca. He too said he could 
defeat Patterson in a boxer-wrestler contest. But I doubt 
it. Rocca is a good wrestler but he relies too much on his 
flying feet and his acrobatics. I think Patterson would be 
too fast for him. When Rocca tried to drop-kick Floyd, 
the champion would simply side-step and counter punch 
with deadly effect. I hope Patterson does not agree to 
meet Rocca in the ring; it would be bad for wrestling. 

If he meets me—well, it will be bad for Floyd—and 
very good for wrestling. e 
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RESTLING'S MOST incendi- 

ary conflagration in the last ten 
years was touched off in 1959 by an 
explosion that reduced the Indianapo- 
lis Coliseum to embers—figuratively 
speaking. 

On that hallowed, hellish day a 
hot-shot from Reno, Nevada, met a 
prairie fire from Kansas City—and 
each nearly extinguished the other! 
That is to say, Dick “The Bruiser,” a 
250-pound chunk of dynamite, met 
230-pound “Cowboy” Bob Ellis, one 
of the handsomest, best-built, nicest 
and most talented wrestlers east of 
the Chigmit Mountains. 

The Bruiser asked for it, actually. 
He asked for it in the dressing room 
when he made slurring remarks about 
Bob's beat-up blue jeans and knock- 
_ about five-gallon hat. “You,” said 
Bruiser, a trouble maker both in and 
out of the ring, “look like a cowboy 
the way I look like a ballet dancer." 
The way Bruiser looks like a ballet 
dancer is the way Khrushchev looks 
like Jack Kennedy. In other words, it 
was a direct insult to Ellis, a real live 
cowbody who took to breaking bones 
instead of broncos. 

Did Ellis scream back at his tor- 
mentor and slug him? No. He merely ' 
moved away and smiled. Did Bruiser 
let it go at that? No. He kept up his 
tirade. When it came time for the two 
to enter the ring, the long corridor 
which leads from the dressing rooms 
to the arena was filled with female 
admirers. Not Bruiser's admirers—he 
doesn’t have any—but Cowboy Bob’s. 
They flung themselves at the strik- 
ingly handsome westerner like mav- 
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BRUISER RUSHES TO ATTACK ELLIS. ka بقل‎ 


ericks eager to be branded, and thrust 
autograph books at him from every 
direction. As usual, good-natured 
Bob signed as many as possible. The 
un-affable Afflis, probably jealous of 
his handsome opponent, at once be- 
gan grabbing the books from limp 
teen-age hands. It was bad enough 
when he ripped up those not yet 
signed—but when he ripped up sev- 
eral which Bob had already auto- 
graphed—well, you could see the fire 
beginning to smoulder in Ellis’ baby 
blue eyes. He didn't say anything, 
though. He just apologized to the 
kids. 

“Don’t worry, girls, watch what 
happens to this guy in the ring!” It 
was the most warlike statement Bob 
Ellis had ever made in public. 

He meant it. Once the match be- 
gan, it was obvious Ellis was in a bad 
mood. Although, for a while, he tried 
to maintain his usual gentlemanly de- 
meanor and scientific style of wres- 
tling, it was clear that he was being 
goaded beyond all endurance by the 
gloating Bruiser. “Got your goat, 
ain't 1?” snarled bullet-headed Dick. 

But it wasn’t until Bruiser slammed 
Bob’s head into a ring post, starting a 
cascade of blood, that Ellis lost his 
composure. He went at Bruiser as 
though representing the Chicago fire 
in charades. The Reno Renegade 
dropped his smug smile at once, sens- 
ing a dangerous situation rising. 

At that point, several friends of 
Ellis, who happened to be sitting at 
ringside in readiness for a post-match 
party, decided to step in and save 
their buddy from a possible man- 


ELLIS RUSHES TO ATTACK BRUISER. 


13 


14 


Bruiser's eyes seem to be popping out 
of his head as he twists Ellis’ head 
in an obvious attempt to break it off. 


slaughter charge. They stepped onto 
the ring apron and through the ropes. 
A cheer greeted them as they were 
recognized by the throng. 

They were Bobby Managoff, Billy 
Goelz, Johnny Weaver, Johnny Gil- 
bert and Wilbur Snyder. Counting 
Ellis and Bruiser, there has rarely 
been so much wrestling talent in one 
ring at a given time. 

Gathering ‘round Ellis they tried to 
soothe him. It didn't work. The ber- 
serk Cowboy, who hadn't yet taken 
out his spleen on the Bruiser, resented 
the interference. He slugged Mana- 
goff, then he slugged Gilbert, then he 
tossed Goclz. 

He was working on Snyder when, 
suddenly, Ellis realized what he was 
doing—hurting his own pals. As for 
Bruiser, he had left the premises un- 
der police escort. (continued) 


With a mighty heave, Ellis whips Bruiser's 240 pounds across the ring to delight 
of the vast crowd. So tense did the crowd become at the furious action that the 
police were forced to take positions around the ring to keep order. 


Ellis is aided by interested spectators 
after Bruiser threw him over the top 


rope and sent him crashing fo floor. Photos By LUCE 


Bruiser kicks away at Bob's bloodied 
face, ignoring the referee’s warning 
to "Stop or I'll throw you out” — 


Right: Dramatic photo captures all the 
fury of the bout as Ellis swings hard 
punch at the Bruiser's face. 
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(continued from page 14) 

Ellis calmed down, now that his 
enemy was gone, and allowed himself 
to be led from the ring. He made no b. 
protest when the referee disqualified 
him, declaring Bruiser the winner by 
default. 

But Bruiser is as tough as they 
come. And he came back for more. 
Time and again. Since that white-hot 
day in Indianapolis two years ago 
these two have met several times in 
big cities. Each time they sell out the 
arena—and each time they put on a 
match rarely if ever equaled by any 
other pair, in pure fury and hatred. 

It can't go on forever. Sooner or 
later, one of these big, hard-hitting 
men will be up on a felony, or inaybe 
a manslaughter rap. 

Meanwhile, the action photos on 
these pages may give you some idea 
of just how burning a feud this is. e 


Ellis went completely beserk after 
Bruiser gave him a terrible 
pounding around the head. A fan, 
trying to rush to Bob's aid, was 
grabbed by Ellis and flipped across 
ring. 


Bruiser seems to be laughing as he 
chokes Ellis and argues with the ` 
referee that he is not committing a 
foul. Soon after this picture was 
taken he was forced to release the 
stricken Cowboy. 
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Top: Still groggy and unable to comprehend what took 
place, Ellis, after being disqualified, remained in ring 
long after Bruiser had departed. Officials tried to calm 
him and make him leave, but he refused to budge. 
Photo directly above shows Bob's fellow wrestlers doing 
their best to bring him around to his senses. Left to 
right: Bob Managoff, Ellis Goelz, Wilbur Snyder. 


After about five minutes of soft-talking, Ellis, his face 
bathed in blood, is finally soothed to the point where he 
listens to reason. Here Wilbur Snyder slowly edges him 
toward the ring steps and the dressing room. 
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THE MYSTERY 
OF THE 
ZEBRA KID 


It isn't important 
to know who he is. 
What counts is that 
he is a master 


performer and showman 


BY HAL HENNESEY 


N PARIS, they love the villain far 

more than the hero. They espe- 
cially love a masked villain. And an 
American Masked Villain—! Listen 
to what happened not long ago in 
France’s largest sports arena: 

In the ring, two huge men leaped 
forward at the opening klaxon and 
seized one another in twin iron grips. 
One was a handsome boulevardier 
with classic features and a Tarzan-like 
physique. The other was a bulky, big- 
bellied giant in a one-piece affair that 
looked like a bathing suit of the 
1920's. It was striped in a zebra pat- 
tern, black and white. His round 
head was clothed in a zebra-striped 
mask that concealed all of his face 
except for the eyes, nose and mouth. 
The glimpse of these features was 
enough to show that the man was not 
handsome, exactly. He was, in fact, 
homely. 

The man in the zebra mask 
grabbed his adversary's golden hair 
and yanked it savagely, upsetting 
him; then he raised his ponderous 


leg with deceptive speed and kicked 
the other man in the pit of the stom- 
ach; then he gouged his eyes, raked 
his face, elbowed him and, before 
the startled referee could interfere, 
stomped on his foe’s upturned face. 
It was one of the quickest finishes to 
a wrestling match since Gama tossed 
Zbyszko in less than ten seconds forty 
years ago. 

How did the crowd take it? For a 
stunned instant they just sat there, 
mouths open, gasping for breath. 
Then the enormity of what they had 
witnessed penetrated their fogged 
senses. And, with a massive roaring 
sound they rose as one and closed in 
around the ring. The referee took one 
look and shrieked in terror. He 
ducked out of the ring and seized 
the telephone beneath the apron. 

“Aidez-moi!” he yelped. And it 
was this that prevented certain injury, 
if not death, for the masked wrestler. 

They stormed the ring, leaping up 
onto the apron, and some of them 
managed to get through the ropes. 


The biggest and huskiest of these ac- 
tually climbed through and into the 
ring itself, to share it with the em- 
battled masked man. 

He did not flinch, retreat, or beg 
for mercy. He seized his attackers 
one at a time and hurled them back 
out of the ring. They landed among 
their fellows, carrying two or three 
at a time to the floor with them. 

Then the gendarmes took com- 
mand. More than one scalp was lac- 
erated before order was finally re- 
stored. In the midst of all the con- 
fusion, the masked man made his way 
to the dressing room, surrounded by 
palice, and without taking the time 
to remove his sweaty zebra suit, 
donned his clothing and stole out 
through a side door. A waiting Cit- 
roen, with the tiny decal of a zebra 
stamped on.its door, whisked the big 
man, still masked, off into the mys- 
tery of the dark Paris night. 

Back in the arena, things grew 
quiet. Except for the buzzing com- 
ments of the crowd, overheard by 


The Kid's pet weapon is 
the head butt. "| have 
the hardest head in the 
world and | can prove 
it,’ he brags. "Check 
the records and you'll 
find that I knocked out 
more guys with my head 
than any man alive.” 


newsmen. 

“He was so vicious!” exclaimed 
one volatile Parisian. “So wonder- 
fully, delightfully vicious!” His eyes 
rolled in admiration. 

“Oui! ] hated him even more than 
I hate the Phantom!" said another, 
“marvelous!” 

That’s how it is in Paris. They hate 
the villain so much they love him! 
Without the tough guy, wrestling in 
France would be nothing. 

It’s a good thing those admirers of 
America’s Zebra Kid, in the midst of 
a triumphal barnstorming tour that 
will take in all of Europe, could not 
see him twenty minutes or so later. 
Their illusions might have burst. 

For the Kid—he has been the 
“Kid” for about fifteen years—drove 
to a dingey section of Moritmartre, 
parked his car and entered a three 
story building. By now he had di- 
vested himself of the zebra mask. He 
leaped up the stairs three at a time 
and burst into a small clean room. 

(continued on next page) 
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At one time, Zebra Kid, back to camera, 


“ 


was part of team called “The Zebra Kids. 


Then, from the same throat which 
had issued thousands of bull-like 
challenges to wrestlers and irate fans 
alike, there came a soft, plaintive 
sound. “Ah, Fifii—-Yvonne—come to 
daddy! That’s the good pups! I 
brought you both a little treat.” 

He took from his pocket some 
sweet dog biscuits and fed them by 
hand to the two leaping, squealing 
miniature poodle puppies that tried 
to lick his face in their delight. The 
Zera Kid had made two more con- 
quests. 

Who is he, this mysterious figure— 
this controversial, schizophrenic per- 
sonality who frightens people to death 
in the ring and on the street, and yet 
is the tenderest of men with those 
weaker than himself? 

For more than a dozen years, this 
brute of a man has strode the world 
like a colossus, living a good life and 
enjoying two things sought after by 
most men: the adulation of the crowd 
and the cheers—mixed with the boos 
and the hatred, of course, since he is 
a villain; and the privacy of an ordi- 
nary person. 

In his mask, as he treads the aisle 
to the ring and back to the dressing 
room, he is the center of attention for 
thousands of human beings; out of 
the arena, after he has removed the 
tell-tale mask in the secrecy of his 
car, the Zebra Kid vanishes for 24 or 
48 hours. In his place is a big, pleas- 
ant-looking man with a strange sort 
of smile. 

We know something about him. 
Not much, but something that many 
fans would never guess. 


The Kid is acknowledged to be the most durable puc in the ring today. He 
can absorb an incredible amount of punishment and rebound wiih full power. 


As you guessed, the Zebra Kid is 
a sucker for animals. He also likes 
Kids and old folks. Anyone or any- 
thing helpless. He likes to help them. 
One time a wise guy, leaning on his 
shovel at a street corner excavation, 
threw a clod of dirt at the Kid's 
spaniel—the big wrestler has a dog 
of some kind around all the time. The 
Kid, walking the dog, had let the ani- 
mal loose for a moment. Unfortu- 
nately for the ditch digger the Kid 
saw him molest his dog. 

They still talk about it in Hobo- 
ken, N. J., where the incident took 
place. The Kid walked over to the 
guy, who had displayed his sizable 
muscles by removing his shirt, and 
grabbed him around the shoulders. 
He squeezed. The man squealed in 
agony as his scapula, sternum and 
other assorted bones began to crack. 
Before seriously injuring, perhaps 
killing, the man, the Kid lifted him 
overhead and threw his inert body 
up onto the top of a cement mixer 
nearby. It took them fifteen minutes 
to get him off again—and to the hos- 
pital. 

The Zebra Kid has been doing 
things like this for many years—since 
he was the National Intercollegiate 
wrestling champion, National AAU 
Champion and Big Ten Heavyweight 
king. “Don’t tell them too much,” the 
Kid warned us when we told him we 
were doing an article on him in 
WRESTLING REVUE. 6 
guarded my identity all these years— 
I'd hate to let it slip out now, by ac- 
cident.” 

We promised we would give but 


a few clues. Here are a couple more. 
The Kid was also a star football 
player in college, playing both cen- 
ter and guard. In those days he was 
even bigger than his present 270 
pounds, hovering around 300. He 
was the biggest college wrestler and 
football player in the world. In spite 
of this, he could run the 100 yard 
dash in 13 seconds—with his foot- 
ball gear on! 

Who is he? 

No, he is not the man you think he 
is. From time to time the Kid has 
been introduced by name. This prac- 
tice started about two years ago. It 
happened that a certain wrestling 
periodical, about that time had come 
uncomfortably close to giving away 
the Kid's secret. He thereupon hit on 
the idea of revealing his "identity" 
himself!—before anyone beat him to 
it. 

This name, by which he is some- 
times introduced from the ring, is not 
important. What’s in a name?—for, 
by any other name, a wrestler would 
wrestle no better. And the man they 
call the Zebra Kid, or G.B.—or what- 
ever—is a very, very good wrestler. 
He is also one of the great showmen 
of the modern wrestling world. That 
is all we have to know about him. As 
of this writing, he is still in Europe, 
still giving first rate accounts of him- 
self, still being hated. And loved. 

We hope he goes on like this for 
many more years. Because the Zebra 
Kid is a rarity in sports. Although 
he has a dozen imitators, there is no 
one quite like him. We wish there 
were. e 
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Streel headed ; for Houston's 
Ony, will wrestle in main event. 


Photos at left capture Nona's emotions 


ashe warchos husband. in ring: IT'S GREAT 
TO BE MARRIED TO A 


VILLAIN 


Tony displays his scowl for 


Wrestl: 


Revue’s camera. 
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Nona is considered a celebrity in 


Texas. Here she signs an autograph. 


What's it like to have your 


Nona finds her greatest enjoyment 
reading to her two beautiful children. 


URE. I could have married a 
deep sea diver, or an astronaut. 


husband booed and jeered or somebody who gets shot out of a 


at? How do the children 


take it when others mock 


their father? 

Here’s the happy and 
delightful story 

of a wrestler’s family 
as told by The Boss. 


— M 


cannon. You know— somebody ordi- 
nary. But no. I had to marry a wres- 
tler. A wrestling villain. at that. Every 
day I get letters from the fans asking 
me what it's like being married to a 
bearded. tin-cared mat renegade. I 
think it’s time for me to answer. 

Here`s what it’s like: 

In the first place. let’s get one thing 
straight: Tony Borne is a renegade 
only in the ring—that's his business 
and he knows his business well. When 


Nona's long, silken jet-black hair 
is always drawing attention. 


BY MRS. TONY BORNE 


T ask him about it. he simply says 
that when he's wrestling someone. it's 
his nature to be mean—"rough." he 
calls it. 

But I can tell you how Tony is 
outside the ring. and so can our two 
children. three-year-old Matt and 
five-year-old Toni Raye. 

He's the most wonderful husband 
and father in the world. I wouldn't 
trade him for the handsomest hero 
with the best marcelled hair in wres- 
tling. Those men are conceited. pom- 
pous, arrogant wise guys, many of 
them. who are too much in love with 
themselves to love anyone else. Tony? 
—he loves me and his children. 
That's what | want. 

How did we meet? Back in 1953 
[ was a waitress in Pendleton. Ore- 
gon, and one day Tony, who was 
wrestling around Pendleton at the 
time, happened to come into the res- 
taurant where I worked. He must 
have liked what he saw because he 
asked me for a date. I turned him 
down. I turned him down for the next 
two weeks. Then my brother, who is 
a great wrestling fan. talked me into 
accepting. Was I surprised! Instead 
of turning out to be a crude bear, as 
l expected, Tony was extremely gen- 
tle and so considerate. It was a whirl- 
wind courtship and then, finally, mar- 
riage. 

As for the children, their attitude 


Tough looking Tony Borne plays with 
his kids, Toni Raye, 5, and Matt, 3, on 
the front lawn of their modest Texas 
home. 
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is important to both of us. That is, 
Tony and I wondered how they 
would take to their father being a 
public villain, having a beard and all. 
Well, they're very adult about it. One 
day little Matt said, "Gee, my daddy 
is funny looking but he's sure won- 
derful" What more can you want in 
a son? 

1 admit I get lonesome now and 
then. Let's face it, when a wrestler's 
on the road— wrestling from Chicago 
to Denver to Dallas—his wife doesn't 
see much of him unless she travels 
right along. I used to do that, but no 
more. Not with the kids. So I spend 
my time with hobbies—I design and 
make all my own clothes as well as 
the fancy jackets Tony wears in the 
ring. But I have it better than some 


SN 
PANTS 


wrestlers’ wives who don’t see their 
husbands more than once a month. 
Tony, at least. comes home every 
Sunday—and then it's wonderful. 
The children rough-house with him 
and we have outside barbecues. and 
our friends come over to spend the 
day. It makes up for some of the 
loneliness. 

Anyway, Tony isn't going to be 
doing this forever. Another five years 
or so, maybe. We'll still be young and 
we're saving our money. We'll be able 
to afford to go into some business by 
then. 111 know enough about design- 
ing to do it profesionally, if T want 
to. Maybe we'll sell real estate. I 
only know this: whatever Tony wants 
—I want. 

Meanwhile. it's not the worst life 


^ 


in the world. Oh. I get a little scared 
sometimes when Tony comes flying 
out of the ring. Im not scared he'll 
get hurt coming out—he’s too much 
of a pro for that. l'm afraid some 
crazy fan will go at him with a broken 
bottle—the way it once happened. 
sending him to the hospital and 
nearly giving me a hcart attack. 

But Tony survived. And so did I. 
Something tells me we're going to 
survive anything we have to face— 
together. 

That's why I married him. e 


Tony says of his children: "They make 
life worth living. Take a mug like me. 
l .get booed all the time. They throw 
things at me. Everybody hates me. But 
my kids, ah, they love me. Who cares 
what anybody else thinks!” 


Nona, an excellent designer and 
dressmaker, measures a customer for a 
new gown. She supplements her 
husband's earnings, thereby providing 
a few of life luxuries for her family. 


Sunday is the big day in the life of the Borne family. It's cookout day, when Daddy 
prepares the steak and Mother does her best to see that he doesn't burn himself. 
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LBY is 


Here is a top professional 
wrestler who says, 


سس ۳7 


“I really don’t want to hurt 
anyone-but I must also 
bear in mind that it 
pleases a large segment 

of the crowd when I win.” 


The gang spent the day at a Chicago amusement 
park and the kids liked the ferris wheel best. 


r £ v Pii 
í ۸ 
BWE 1 r 
Bill is taking the gang out for a good time.  ; ¥ Mari Anne broke into tears when she 


Wife Eda holds Arnie Bill, Dad carries Mari — 539 نن‎ . dropped her cotton candy. Daddy made 
Anne, Annette walks unaided. E pee: NABER tL things right by buying her another. 
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HE BOY HAD JUST TURNED fifteen when his 

family went to visit relatives in Utah. It turned out to 
be a bad weekend for the youth because not everybody 
in Utah is a Mormon. On Sunday a gang of local toughs 
cornered him in an alley and began taunting him. They 
asked him unpleasant things like how many mothers he 
had, and did he have six girl friends at a time. Cruel, 
stupid things, but, to a sensitive Mormon teenager, hu- 
miliating things. 

He took it until they shoved him. Then the gang— 
there were five—were caught off guard by an exploding 
keg of dynamite. He seized the two closest to him by 
the necks and bashed their heads together with a sick- 
ening crunch. The surprise attack prevented the others 
from moving in, giving the enraged youth time to deliver 
a punch to the jaw of one and a shot in the belly of an- 
other. A policeman who happened along leaves this eye- 
witness account for posterity: 

"Within ten seconds four of those bullies were 
stretched out on the street. The fifth was standing there, 
numb from the neck down. I never saw anything like it 
before or since in my 24 years on the force." 


BY BOB VERLIN 


A MAN OF PRINCIPLE 


Maybe not, but thousands of wrestling fans have. And 
the astounded policeman missed the main point. It never 
occurred to him that, in defeating five tough guys, the 
young Mormon never struck a single foul blow or re- 
sorted to judo or kicking. He could have, because he was 
well trained in all methods of self-offense. 

“I suppose if I'd been in serious trouble I would have 
used other means," Billy Melby admits in retrospect, 
"but I was taught in church that the sense of satisfaction 
is always greater when you win fairly. It has carried over 
into my wrestling career. From the beginning I've tried to 
wrestle fair. using whatever science I have at my com- 
mand. Usually it turns out okay." 

But not always. In Chicago recently, Melby, who is 
one of the world's best developed males, was in the ring 
against sly Japanese star Mitsu Arakawa. Mitsu, whose 
specialty is ruining handsome young men like Bill, did 
his best to tear Melby's stomach out with his bare hands. 
He used the dreaded “Claw” technique which had Bill in 
serious trouble, after they had split the first two falls. 
Even Melby's fans figured it was a lost cause, for he was 
in obvious agony and weakening very fast. (continued) 


Seldom does Melby use foul tactics. But against 
a savage like The Sheik he felt quite justified. 


Striking contrast of Melby the family 
man and Melby the wrestler. Here Bill اه‎ 
| is pulled to mat by The Sheik. : 


Bill's enormous popularity is illustrated as 
crowd cheers and shouts advice to him after 
The Sheik kicked him out of ring. 
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Melby is pinned to the ropes by the infuriated Bruiser during 
hectic match in Chicago. After bout ended in a draw, Bill 
called Bruiser "Not a man but a wild animal!” 


A ringsider turned to the man seated next to him and 
said, "He's a nice clean-cut kid, and ۲۵ like to see him 
win, but unless he does something quick, he's had it!" 

The other shook his head. “I’ve seen him in this kind 
of trouble before, but he never did anything wrong to 
protect himself. He's too clean for his own good." 

But then, to the overjoyed surprise of everyone, with 
the exception of Arakawa, Melby suddenly sprang alive. 
Just as he did many years before on a side street in 
Utah, he gave another lesson in the value of religious 
training. 

Both of Melby's legs shot out, catching the husky Jap 
star around his 20 inch neck in a vice-like grip. Again 
it was the element of surprise which won Bill his advan- 
tage. Flipped over on his back, Arakawa was utterly 
frustrated by the dazzling speed of his opponent's attack. 
Bill then shifted into a combination armlock and arm 
scissors. Arakawa was in an impossible situation as his 
head was slowly pulled back against Melby's knee. 

Then came the terrible pressure. Back, back went 
Arakawa's head while his lower body stayed put. But his 
chest was pulled back until the rib cage threatened to 
burst through his diaphragm. He was caught in Melby's 
famous Cobra Hold. 

As usual, Bill had taken the advantage without resort- 
ing to foul tactics. Time and again he has done the same 
thing with wrestling's toughest villains, and always with 
the same rousing approval of the crowd. 

Afterward, Bill was asked by a Lutheran minister— 
one of his many admirers from the clergy—how he could 


When Melby saw this picture he said, "Bruiser kept trying to choke 
me to death. | couldn't get a good hold on him so I figured the best 
way to attack him was with drop kicks and flying tackles. 


possibly bring himself to inflict such pain on a fellow 
human being. “Barbaric” was the word used by the min- 
ister to describe Bill's Cobra Hold. 

Melby, still feeling the effects of Arakawa's killing 
“Claw,” leaned back against the dressing room wall and 
took a deep breath. "I'd answer that question one way 
for a fan, another for a reporter, and another for a min- 
ister." The handsome wrestler grinned at his gentle joke. 
*, . . But I can't imagine how I'd tell it to the minister. 

"Wrestling is my profession. To those who look down 
on it. I say only that it makes millions of good people 
happy. It provides them with their favorite form of en- 
tertainment, and I don't have to tell you how badly peo- 
ple need entertainment these days. It is true that I try to 
be as scientific and painless as possible—1 really don't 
want to hurt anyone, you know—but I must also bear 
in mind that it pleases a large segment of the crowd 
when I win. So I try my best to win—even if I must 
sometimes resort to unusual means to do it." 

That's a strong admission coming from Bill Melby, a 
brilliant wrestler and spotless man. He has always lived 
by his religious convictions and is free to admit that they 
are the vital thing in his life. Among other vital things 
are his wife, Eda, and their three children—Annette, 12; 
Mari Anne, 7; and Arnie Bill, 9. *Even if 1 had an urge 
to do anything wrong,” grins Bill, “the four of them 
would soon set me straight. They're all any man could 
ever wish for, and a constant inspiration for me." 

This man is a wrestler? That's the question most re- 
porters come away with after interviewing him. During 


Melby enjoys being in the ring against clever, clean wrestlers. But 
the vast majority of his matches are against villains like massive 
Cowboy Rocky Lee, left, who was beaten by Bill in Omaha. 


the interview, of course, they discover many interesting 
things about Bill Melby. Such as: He was born in Salt 
Lake City; he still lives there, and from the very begin- 
ning has lived right. He began developing his phenom- 
enal body, through weight training, when he was only ten. 

The war and a hitch in the Navy interrupted his prom- 
ising athletic career, but not for long. In 1946, Bill got 
back to his gym work at the University of Utah. 

"TII never forget the first time I decided to become a 
professional wrestler,” recalled Melby with a twinkle in 
his eyes. “The Swedish Angel, who was a great attrac- 
tion not too many years before, was promoting matches 
in Salt Lake City at the time. 1 looked him up. We had 
a long talk and I think he liked me, but he thought I 
was too clean-cut to be a wrestler. He asked me what 
I had done. 

“I told him I'd placed third in the 1949 Mr. America 
contest. He said that ۲۵ be good in the ring because my 
physique would attract a lot of fans. 7f I could wrestle, 
that is. I told him I’d done a lot of amateur wrestling. 
The Angel nearly had a fit. ‘Okay, then,’ he said, ‘TIl try 
you out up north. If you come back here and tell me you 
still want to be a wrestler, I'll make a wrestler out of you!’ 

“He was one of the homeliest men in the world—but 
one of the nicest,” Bill said. 

Bill tried his luck. It didn’t go so well. Discouraged, 
he returned to Salt Lake City. Most promoters would 
have given up at that point, but the Angel knew what 
such an experience can do to a lad still in his teens. It 
can wreck him for the next dozen years, if not for life. 


The grotesque Swede resolved that it would not happen 
to a decent kid like Bill Melby. “Let's go get a cup of 
coffee," he said to Bill. In the coffee shop he talked to 
the young man about how a business career would be 
fine for an ordinary guy. But for someone who liked to 
travel—like Bill—and who wanted to buy and fly his 
own plane—like Bill—and live a full, rich life—like Bill 
—it wasn't enough. 

They talked, off and on, in that coffee house for four 
months. “I never smoked, never swore and never drank 
before," says Bill. “—after those four months, I never 
even drank coffee!" 

But he learned to find himself. He trained under the 
Swedish Angel for months afterward, learning his busi- 
ness from the mat up. And down again. He became a 
wrestler. He also became a man. 

He has been doing well at both ever since. There have 
been world tours; there's a three-acre peach orchard— 
and there's a profound realization that he didn't have to 
give up the best teachings of his religion to make a living 
at one of the world's roughest professions. In the $40,000 
yearly bracket, Bill Melby has achieved just about all he 
might expect out of life. With one exception. 

“I want it to last about three times as long,” he says 
with the ever present sense of humor, yet unable to see 
anything wrong with a 100-year-old wrestler. And nei- 
ther do we. 

The way he looked against Mitsu Arakawa, he's got it 
made. e 


With a dazed expression on his handsome face, caused by one 
of The Bruiser's rights to the jaw, Melby appears to be asking 
the crowd what to do next. Moments later he was all right. 


INCE WRESTLING'S fabulous Redheads, Lou and 
Red Bastine, appeared on the cover of WRESTLING 
REVUE (Fall/60) they have become internationally fa- 
mous and the most sought after attractions in the wres- 
tling world. Mat promoters from as far away as India and 
Australia have dangled tempting offers before Lou and 


Like all pro 
wrestlers, 

Lou gets his 
monthly mat 
news from the 


pages of 

BOXING Red, hoping to lure them into making tours of their re- 
ILLUSTRATED- spective countries. 

WRESTLING Said Lou, ^I still can't get over it. Get your picture on 
NEWS. the cover of a big magazine and you're made. It sure has 


Red loosens his 
muscles in dressing 
0 room prior to big bout 
C9" ` at plush Cincinnati 
Gardens Arena. 


fines vs. Ray Shire: 


working your way up beat all to hell. Today we can write likeable brothers. “With people recognizing us every- 
our own ticket to practically any place in the world.” place we went.” recalled Lou, “I got to know how the 
After getting their big break, the Bastines left the east President of the United States must feel.” 
coast of the U.S. where they had been wrestling with Following up the legend we helped create, WRES- 
enormous success for about eighteen months, and headed TLING REVUE sent a team of photographers to Cin- 
into the Indiana-Ohio region. cinnati Gardens one night last April to record for the 
“Wherever we went, big city or small town, somebody world a sample of Bastine-type wrestling. The pictures on 
was always shoving a copy of WRESTLING REVUE these pages, we believe, are graphic evidence of why Lou 
under our nose to autograph,” said Red. and Red Bastine hold the high esteem they enjoy. 
The whole thing was most gratifying to the extremely (continued) 
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Neilson’s knee into his groin: 


Peak action in bout is depicted in series of 
photos above. Top: Lou prepares to catapult 
Neilson across ring. Center: Neilson is 
slammed down with sickening impact on Lou's 
outstretched knee. Bottom: Neilson about to 
take off from top rope aimed at target 

Lou Bastine. 


Top right: Lou strains every muscle of his 
body as he exerts maximum pressure on 
headlock he holds on Ray Shires. Note Neilson, 
left background, as he tries to come to Ray’s 
defense. 


Top left: Referee warns Shires not to jump off ropes while the 
stricken Lou Bastine struggles to regain his senses. 


Above: Red executes perfect dropkick to Ray Shires mid-way 
through match, sends the tough blond flying across the ring. 


Left: Lou and Red carry the embarrassed Shires toward corner. 
Bottom left: Red about to make crash landing on Art Neilson. 


Below: Lou lifts Neilson prior to crashing him down on his knee. 
Note the blood streaming from Art's nose and forehead. 
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Neilson, his face covered with blood as the 
bad eye cut, kicks at Red Bastine's head and 
savage attempt to put the redhead out of 


This remarkable 

photo captures peak 
action as Red Bastine does a 
complete somersault over Art 
Neilson's head after leaping 
off the top rope. The moment 
Red landed he ripped into Art 

and battered him with 

booming drop kicks. 


B... Bombshell Ray 


Shires, together with his 
brother, Roy, teamed up to 
form one of wrestling's most 
explosive tag teams. They 
raged across the U.S. from 
coast to coast, engaging in 
wild, sensational matches 
before capacity or near ca- 
pacity audiences. Last Feb- 
ruary Roy was injured in a 
match and went into forced 
retirement. Ray decided 
that he would wait for his 
brother to recover before 
wrestling again. But the de- 
cision was only temporary. 
"There's no sense in your 
sitting around doing noth- 
ing waiting for me," Roy 
said. *Get yourself another 
partner and go to work." So 
Ray looked around for 
about a month, carefully 
studying a dozen different 
possibilities. 


R. ٢٢ Photos by STANLEY WESTON 


250-pound Art Neilson, an 
enormously powerful man 
with a massive chest and a 
grip of steel in his huge 
hands. Neilson, Shires 
rightly decided, would make 
as good a substitute as pos- 
sible for brother Roy. So 
a new tag team came into 
being—and with resound- 
ing success. In fact, you’d 
never even know that 
brother Roy was no longer 
around. 


Lou Bastine, left, sags under punishment dished 
out by Neilson, by far the strongest man in the 
match. Brother Red rushed in to save Lov. 


T. of the kind of seething action that 
has been thrilling thousands of mat fans from 
coast to coast is illustrated by the pictures on 
these pages. Of course thrills like these are 
possible only when two teams like Shires- 
Neilson and the Bastines tangle, because it 
takes a very special kind of ability to stimulate 
a crowd to the point of riot. And the crowd 
at Cincinnati Gardens, where these pictures 
were taken, was on the point of eruption at 
least a dozen times during the forty hectic 
minutes the match lasted. 
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THE FAMOUS JOE 


38 


PS 


Joe gets revenge on Roy Shires after the latter had tried to rip off his trunks. Using the short cord, which are tied In 
each corner during tag team matches, as a noose, Joe builds up steam prior to whipping Shires clear out of the ring. 


AYBE JOE AND GUY Bru- 

netti will never be known as the 
“Tag Team that Made Milwaukee 
Famous’’—but don’t bet on it. "If a 
glass of beer can do it, we can too," 
claims handsome Guy proudly. “Any- 
way, we've got two heads!” It’s his 
favorite joke, here released to the pub- 
lic for the first time. 

Released also is the fact that Joe 
and Guy are actually honest-to-good- 
ness brothers, although Joe changed 
his name to Tangara back in 1952 
when he started wrestling profession- 
ally. When Guy launched his mat 
career they went back to being broth- 
ers again—with resounding success 
around the Middle West. 

From Salt Lake City, the boys both 


attended the University of Utah where 
they became greatly interested in foot- 
ball, wrestling—and money. The foot- 
ball never held their interest—the 
wrestling and the money did. And 
does. That’s why they’re one of the 
Central States biggest attractions; an- 
other reason is that they’re both good 
wrestlers who work well together. Un- 
like the Bastines, Joe and Guy like 
each other. 

So do the fans. (continued ) 


Joe, who has a particular hatred for the 
Shire brothers, smashes Roy's head into 
the mat again and again. The referee 
finally forced him fo stop. 


ad 
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Ray Shires appears to be making faces at our ringside 
photographer as he exerts pressure to hammerlock 
he holds on Guy Brunetti. When he was shown this 
picture, Ray grinned, “It’s very natural." 


Right: Guy executes perfect body slam to Roy Shires 
as brother Joe looks on approvingly from his position 
outside ring. Slam raised a cloud of rosin dust. 


| - Joe, kneeling, and Guy form a perfect 
| Taking a cue from his brother, Guy continues where Joe combination. So well do they function, 


left off as he slams Roy Shires’ head into the mat. that at times they appear to be one. 


If you are 
fed up with life 
and want to leave the 
planet Earth, do as we did, 
arrange an interview with ... 


, TRE SHEIK 


BY HENRY KRAWIEC 


THE ۸۵ 


Br YOU were one of the 5,000 electrified pa- 
trons who saw it happen in Washington's Capitol 
Arena, or one of the many more who saw it on TV that 
winter's night in 1959, you wouldn't believe it. But then, 
it’s hard to believe anything the Shiek does. He is, in 
short, unbelievable. 

Nevertheless, not long after Christmas two years ago, 
the Sheik was wrestling hairless Skull Murphy, a re- 
nowned villain who, compared “to the Sheik, is Prince 
Charming with muscles. The action got so hot that the 
canvas started to smoulder, literally. Because, after Mur- 
phy escaped from the Sheik’s dreaded “Claw” hold— 
which paralyzes the victim’s arm and hand—the Sheik 
went berserk. He dashed out of the ring, seized his 


Pat O'Connor is staggered by left hook to mid-section thrown 
by The Sheik during recent match in Chicago. 


smudge pot from its place beneath the ring. and hurled 
its contents at his bald opponent. Fire, smoke and ashes 
emerged from the pot—screams of anguish and surprise 
emerged out of Murphy and the Sheik stormed from the 
ring, disqualified. He was almost booted out the District 
of Columbia for good, in fact. But after they stamped out 
the fire in the ring, the Commission cooled down and 
the Sheik was forgiven. “He can’t help acting up,” said 
one commissioner, "—after all, he's practically an ani- 
mal, they say." 

Against the advice of our friends and relatives, we de- 
cided to interview the "animal." Even other wrestlers 
advised against getting into the dressing room with the 
strangest wrestler of them all. “Look up the clippings on 
him," they said. “It’s safer. Anyway, he can't speak Eng- 
lish. How can you interview him?" 

But WRESTLING REVUE has never walked away 
from an interview yet. We have taken on Skull Murphy, 
the Kangaroos, Don Leo Jonathan, Killer Kowalski— 
even the animalistic "Brute," in Detroit. We survived, 
although our knees shook a little now and then. But we 
did have one thing in our favor: a wrestler's hands and 
feet are classed by law as “deadly weapons.” Thus, if he 
should use them to assault an ordinary civilian, he’s im- 
mediately arrested. This, we felt, would be a great com- 


In a fit of rage The Sheik, who considers himself 
“untouchable,” threatens a brave fan who dared grab his arm. 


With his lovely Salome close at hand, The Sheik goes 
through his colorful pre-bout ritual in Indianapolis. 


fort as we lay in our hospital bed—knowing that justice 
would eventually triumph. 

Anyway, donning shin guards beneath our pants, and 
notifying the D.A.’s office of our destination, we headed 
toward the midtown hotel where, for the moment, the 
Sheik had camped. 

When we told the hotel clerk who we wanted, he 
gulped and alerted the house detective. “That man’s a 
killer,” the clerk said. “Be careful.” 

“How is he registered?” we asked. 

“He just scrawled on the register, ‘The Sheik and 
Salome. When I asked him to make it Mr. and Mrs. 
Sheik, he broke the pen in two and started to rip up the 
reigster." The detective nodded. 

When we finally arranged the interview, it was Salome, 
the Sheik's pretty helper. who let us into Room 431, and 
said in broken English, “Master is not in a good mood. 
I should have warned you. Maybe tomorrow, instead —" 

But we were in, and who could tell when we'd ever 
get another chance? We asked for the lord and master. 
Salome, who apparently dresses in her ceremonial robes 
and veil all the time, shrugged delicately. “/n’shallah,” 
she murmured. Having read “Beau Geste," we knew it 
meant either “So be it." or “God have mercy on your 
soul." We weren't sure. (continued on page 66) 


At one point during dressing room interview The Sheik took 
offense to something said and attacked the photographer. 


For a short while, The Sheik teamed up with Gene Kiniski, 
left. Here big Gene is trying to calm down his partner. 


CRF Mae مد د‎ 


Lorraine Johnson, left, and her partner, 
Kathy Starr, wait in their corner bofore 
being introduced to the vast crowd. 


Left center: Johnson whips overhand blow 
to Jessica Rogers' head moments after 
bout gets underway. 


` Rogers’, left, was main target for Johnson 
and partner Kathy Starr during first fall. 
Johnson has Jessica in armlock. 


«i 


DAVE دم‎ 


Rogers’ partner, Judy Glover, left, staggers 
Johnson with blow to the head. 


Far right: Glover tries to prevent Johnson 
from tagging Kathy Starr (not shown). 


Wrestling Revue's camera catches furious action of match as Kathy Starr kicks 


Judy Glover squarely in the face while Lorraine Johnson pulls Judy's hair. 


UTSIDE ST. LOUIS’ Kiel Audi- 

torium the winter temperature 
was a crackling 24 degrees. Inside, the 
sparks were flying as one of the hottest 
tag team matches on record scorched 
the canvas. In the ring, four furies 
who, just a half hour earlier had been 
charming young women, clawed and 
tore at one another’s throats like wild 
ravening beasts. At the height of this 


fury, the harassed referee screamed 
for help, beckoning the special police 
with piteous gestures. “I don’t mind,” 
he gasped, “if they kill each other— 
but they're killing me!” 

Miraculously, he survived—and so 
did the four wildcats. But not before it 
was necessary to send in a second ref- 
eree to prevent further bloodshed— 
and not before the 14,000 fans had 
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Johnson sets to catapult Rogers across the ring and into the outstretched knee of her partner Kathy Starr. Impact 
of the crash knocked the wind out of Jessica who was saved from certain defeat when Judy Glover rescued her. 


Glover displays her tremendous strength by easily tossing Starr gets into bitter argument Kathy twists Jessica Rogers’ 
the much heavier Kathy Starr up and over her head. with the referee. arm and also pulls her hair. 


screamed themselves hoarse with ani- 
malistic excitement which left little en- 
ergy for cheering the following bouts 
on the evening’s program. 

In short, the team of Judy Glover 
and Jessica Rogers were roundly 
trounced by Lorraine Johnson and 
Kathy Starr. 

With due modesty, we feel that 
WRESTLING REVUE was partially 
responsible for the extra fury, because 
we interviewed the four girls in their 
dressing rooms prior to the match. 
Like most wrestlers, male or female, 
they are human beings; they were co- 
operative and generous in their praise 
of the WRESTLING REVUE, posing 
nicely for our photographers and be- 
ing perfect little angels. 1 

But then, our writer-photographer 
team made a bad mistake. Each now 
blames it on the other, but the fact is 
that one of them asked, “Is it true that 
the heroines are always prettier than 
the villainesses?" 

A flash of electricity burst across the 
room. “What do you mean, always?” 
asked tough Kathy Starr, “—You 
mean ever!” She thrust her jaw out, 


Rogers’ was practically knocked out of commission when 
Johnson threw her to mat and began stomping on her arm. 


eyeing heroines Glover and Rogers 
with deep scowl, as though daring them 
to question her sincerity. 

They did. Another bad mistake. 
"Anytime you want to compare notes 
—or shapes—dearie, just call on me!” 
This was said in soothing, syrupy terms 
as Jessica Rogers strutted across the 
room in obvious imitation of Kathy. 

Enraged, the Starr attraction hur- 
tled her 145 compact pounds over a 
bench toward the diminutive Jessie. 
Unfortunately, our photographer hap- 
pened to be in the way of this flying 
hunk of dynamite. He—and our $600 
company-owned camera—went crash- 
ing to the floor. The reporter, who 
luckily weighs 190 and once sparred 
3 rounds with Ezzard Charles, sprang 
between the two girls, who stood glar- 
ing at one another. At that moment 
there came a rap on the door and a 
voice warning that it was time to “get 
into the ring.” 

We all trooped out, the heroines 
first, then our reporter, still hoping to 
escape with his life—then the villains 
were followed by the bruised photog- 
rapher, who was busily loading film 


Snarling referee glares at Starr, demands 
she stop kicking Rogers’ head. 


into his spare camera. 

Thus, what the fans saw in the ring 
a few minutes later was a real, all-out 
fight, which resembled a tag-team 
wrestling match only vaguely. Finally, 
after the muscular bulk of Kathy Starr, 
with the enthusiastic help of Lorraine 
Johnson, quelled the uprising of the 
out-gunned heroines, the police inter- 
vened and escorted the girls to their 
dressing rooms. It was a great night for 
everybody but WR. Our camera wasn’t 
insured, @ 


AUS 


Rogers' grimaces as Starr does her best to break off her arm. Kathy 
admitted after bout that main strategy was to incapacitate Jessica. 


Here are some FACTS about achieving better health. ^ 4 1 3 


@ You don't need expensive equipment or heavy weights. 
@ You need not join a health club or gymnasium. 
@ You can increase your muscular power and feel like a new person by exer- 


cising your body right in the privacy of your own home—inexpensively and 
FAST. 


, HOW TO DO 


With this completely new conception in Physical Culture equipment— 
THE HEALTH HORSESHOE. Here is Power in a Capsule, an invention 
that, pound for pound, dollar for dollar, is the finest body devel- 
oper ever devised. Use it according to instructions, faithfully, 

a few minutes EVERY day, and prove to yourself how much 

better you can feel. 


The new HEALTH HORSESHOE is so compact you can 
carry it with you anywhere ... in a briefcase to work so 1 
that you can exercise during lunchtime . . . So rugged it 1 g " 4 
will last a lifetime ۰ . . So inexpensive anyone con own it. ۱ d 


Exercise the neglected "pulling muscles" of your back and arms and give yourself 
a trim, vital upper body together with new HEALTH to glory in. 


“ORDER NOW ` 


ONLY. $8.50 Gi Better Health Institute, Dept. Bl-4 


31 Union Square, West—Room 501 
New York 3, New York 


Please rush me your new HEALTH HORSESHOE, | enclose $8.50 plus 50 cents 
shipping charges, A total of $9.00. 


Nama af سس‎ OEE ښکر سنسټیيته‎ 


City. ES LA هاا سا‎ 2606--٢ب5‎ 00 6-- 

All orders filled within 3 days after receipt, 

Satisfaction guaranteed, Sorry, NO COD's accepted. 
3 Py ; 
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A wild brand of professional 
wrestling makes the hottest 
baseball town in America forget 


their beloved Pirates— Almost! 


Left: World famous‏ رة 
promoter Joe “Toots”‏ 
Mondt, the brains‏ 
behind Pittsburgh's‏ 
remarkable wrestling‏ 
success story.‏ 


When Mondt discovered 
that Pittsburgh had 

the largest Yugoslav 
population in the U.S. 
he promptly imported 
the only Yugoslav 


wrestler in the U.S.y Fi 1 
husky Zivko Kovacic, 1 ٨ 1 
right, 3 


Jog aud Thrills tu Pittsburgh | 


BY CHUCK MOYER (Director, WIIC-TV, Pittsburgh) 


| 
| 
| 
| 


TRANGE THINGS are happening in Pittsburgh— 

strange and wonderful things which are making the 

| whole town buzz with the same kind of excitement that 

gripped it during the final days of the 1960 World Series. 

Pittsburgh, once known as the City of Dick Groat and 

| Bill Mazeroski, is now the City of Crusher Lisowski and 
Zivko Kovacic. 

The reason for all this? One of wrestling’s great success 
stories. 

It’s the story of a thrill-straved town, a promoter who 
figured out the proper diet—and two top pro wrestlers 
| who dish out excitement like crustaceans at a clambake. 
| Toots Mondt is the promoter. A top-notch wrestler in 
| the days of Lewis, Londos and Shikat, Mondt has put his 
| . cauliflower ears to work listening to the pleas of places 
like Pittsburgh: “Give us big time wrestling!” And that's 
exactly what he does. After wrestling had all but died in 
Pittsburgh, Doctor Mondt was called in to diagnose the 
| trouble and prescribe a remedy. ت‎ 
| Toots went not to the medical book but to the telephone Carlo Milano waits in corner prior to start of bout while famed 
| book. He discovered that Pittsburgh has the largest con- sports announcer Mal Alberts, foreground, sets the scene. 
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Right: Deep-chested Crusher Lisowski demands that fan be forced 
to leave TV Studio during his match. Lisowski told police guards 
to “Get that slob out of here before I kill him! He cursed me." 


Lisowski walks around ring apron as referee begins to count 
him out. Crusher got back in time to beat the count. Lisowski 
is without a doubt the most hated man in Pittsburgh. 


aT 


centration of Yugoslavs in the country. The prescription? 
Bring in a good Yugoslav wrestler! 

This bill wasn’t awfully hard to fill since in all the land 
there was only one really good Yugoslav wrestler—a wres- 
tler who held the fans in a grip as strong as Tito’s who gen- 
erated the same kind of excitement—but who was also 
noble and heroic. 

That could only be Zivko Kovacic. 

Although known mostly around Chicago, this 22-year- 
old keg of high explosive has been around. Around the 
world, in fact. A few years ago Kovacic was Amateur 
Heavyweight Wrestling Champion of all Europe—an emi- 
nence not easily achieved. “I grew up in Yugoslavia,” says 
Zivko in a heavy accent, “but 1 started wrestling in Ger- 
many because I wanted to build up a name before I turned 
professional" (There is no professional wrestling in Yugo- 
slavia). 

He built up a name, all right—so that when he started 
wrestling for money he discovered that he had beaten just 
about all of the competition already! That's how good he 
was. 


Clean cut, All-American Boy-type Jack Davis, center, chides the 
team of Jimmy Dykes and Don Fargo for taking too much time 
getting off their leotards before start of bout. 


Lisowski leans on ropes and glares at booing crowd aftér he 
won the first fall from popular El Capitan, kneeling at right. 


For such a star, the only place to shine is in the U.S.A. 
and Zivko has been shining here for about two years now. 
And so lustrous was his light they wanted to change his 
name to Nova-cic. Zivko wouldn’t do it. 

But when they wanted to change his “territory” from 
Chicago to Pittsburgh, the 220-pound Kovacic said, “Why 
not?” Thus ends Chapter Two of the Pittsburgh story. 

Chapter Three opens with a resounding challenge. A 
challenge by Reggie “Crusher” Lisowski, the feared— 
and in some cases, hated—Polish terror who had knocked 
off all the opposition in Pittsburgh thereby breaking the 
competitive spirit around town. 

“Bring on your Yugoslav stripling!” roared the Crusher 
from his eminence atop the heap of broken bodies he had 
piled up in the two months he had been wrestling in Pitts- 
burgh. “I'll rip him up and send the pieces back to Tito— 


collect!” (continued on next page) 
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Ci mE HERE 


Fargo pins Doug Atkins’ arm to mat while Dykes stomps on it. 
Across ring Atkins’ partner, Jack Davis, waits, unable to help. 
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| This gives you some idea of what Zivko was up against. 
1 But the young man from Zagreb had built his reputation 
| on what he calls a “polite kind of roughness.” That is, if 
۱ his opponent of the night happens to be a strictly scientific 
۱ wrestler, Zivko will utilize the skill he gained in his ama- 
۱ teur days as the top free-style European wrestler. But—if 

the other turns out to be a real meanie, Zivko will go on 

a rampage that generally winds up with his foeman spend- 
i ing the night under observation in the local outpatient's 
clinic. 

The way it stands now, these two—the dreaded Lisow- 
ski and the beloved Kovacic—are destined to meet soon 
in Pittsburgh. You are advised not to tune in this bout 
unless your T.V. picture tube is new and your set in good 
shape; otherwise your living room may be filled with 
broken glass. ; 

And while this is going on, the cause of it all, ,Toots 


Mondt, will be an interested Spectator standing at the Above: Close-up photo catches foul being committed as Fargo 
rear of the arena and smiling benignly. He'll be saying 


2 4 3 right, holds Atkins‘ foot between legs while Dykes gets hold. 
something like: “Next—we get a Yugoslavian tag team! 
And who will they wrestle? The entire Pirate baseball 
team, that's who! They'll have to put an extra deck on ۱ 
Forbes Field!” 
You think he’s just dreaming? 
Watch out, you Pirates! e 


Right: Fargo and Dykes won first fall in fourteen minutes. 


Far Right: Second fall began dramatically as Davis and Atkins 
leaped from corner, picked up Dykes, and used his head as a 
battering ram squarely into Fargo's generous mid-section. 


Above: Fargo, who likes to work 
on victim’s feet and legs, uses 
cord to tie Jack Davis’ leg to rope. 
Meanwhile Dykes drives his foot 
down against Jack’s stomach. 


Fargo, right, and partner Dykes 
look like statues after being 
tossed from the ring. But they 
zoomed back to take the second 
fall and the match. The Fargo- 
Dykes team play a key part in 
Promoter Mond't's future plans. 
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HIRTEEN YEARS AGO An- 

tonino Rocca used his favorite 
hold, “The Backbreaker," to end a 
bout against a Japanese wrestler in 
Argentina. The Jap died. 

Five years ago Killer Kowalski ap- 
plied his favorite hold, the “Knee 
Drop,” on Yukon Eric. Eric's ear 
was torn off by The Killer's knee, dis- 
figuring him for life. 

Three years ago Hans Schmidt in- 
flicted his favorite hold—"The Prus- 
sian Backbreaker"—on Sky Hi Lee. 
The gangling wrestler was put out of 
action for four months and was, for 
awhile, given up for dead. 

In the past twenty years, more 
wrestlers have been killed, maimed 
and lamed than in the preceding 60 
years of wrestling history. The above 
cases are only a few that come to 
mind; we used them as examples 


tling stars. But in rings around the 
country from Beacon Street to the 
Barbary Coast, men are constantly 
being injured, hospitalized and 
forced-retired from the mat. 

The reason for this is, in part, tele- 
vision! The Evil Eye has seen to it 
that the fast pace of ‘““Modern-Style” 
wrestling, begun shortly before World 
War II, has grown even faster. Peo- 
ple, in this progressive world of ours, 
are in too much of a hurry for their 
own good. Even as the four-minute 
mile was run and the sound barrier 
broken, so has wrestling quickened 
its speed. This results in new, explo- 
sive type of “holds’ ’to keep the pub- 
lic entertained. 

The Backbreaker, Knee Drop, 
Drop Kick, Pile Driver—all of these 
dominate most of today’s bouts. They 
show, dramatically, the difference be- 
tween wrestling today and thirty - ca n : 
years ago. By contrast, the favorite Wilbur Snyder, right uses his own version of Cobra Twist on Verne Gagne during 
holds of yesterday's stars were more bout in Minneapolis. Jack Dempsey, the referee, makes Wilbur break the hold. 
liesurely applied and held, and rarely 
brought an audience to its feet 


screaming for the kill. 
For example, the all-time great WR ES i 1 1 N G "3 


champion, Frank Gotch, perfected 

the Toe Hold, with which his name 

is still associated. Strangler (Ed) Ki L LE R H O L DS 
Lewis, of course, made the Headlock 

as well known as the military salute; x 


George Hackenschmidt, the famed d š : 
Russian Lion, favored the Body Press To keep pace with the times, wrestling came up 


and Earl Caddock, world champion with some daring and spectacular devices 
of World War I days, the Crotch : Í 
E CST EORR some of which can, and have, proved fatal 
pressure with his bone-crushing Scis- 

sors. BY ALLEN RESSLER 


The dreaded Knee Drop as delivered by the man who made it famous, Jerry Graham is about to lose consciousness as Mark Lewin applies 
Killer Kowalski. The Killer has ruined many a wrestler this way. the often used Sleeper Hold. Mark exerts main pressure to jaw. 


The spectacular and extremely dangerous Bow and Arrow is applied by Chief Big Heart on Larry Hamilton during bout 


in Washington, D.C. five years ago. 


If the modern wrestler engaged in 
that kind of specialty throughout a 
match, he would be roundly booed. 
People want action—and blood— 
these days. They get both. Here are 
some of the favorite holds of current 
mat stars—together with some ad- 
vice: Don’t try them on your wife or 
your wise guy neighbor. These holds 
are killers. 

Hans _ Schmidt's Prussian Back 
Breaker is probably the worst of the 
several varieties of back breakers. In 
this one, the victim is hoisted into 


the air, body parallel to the floor; 
then, as the "Applier" drops swiftly 
to one knee, the body of the victim 
falls across his thigh, the knee strik- 
ing him in the small of the back. This 
clincher rarely enables the receiver 
to walk out of the ring unaided. 

Only a fiendish mind like that of 
Hans Schmidt could devise so fright- 
ful a device. 

Antonino Rocca's Backbreaker is 
different. But not much. It is applied 
by lifting an opponent overhead, 
stretching his body across your upper 


سا eR‏ وسوسو ار زو وټ د 


Obviously a submission hold, it is used exclusively by Big Heart, who invented it. 


back, then applying pressure at both 
ends, jumping up and down so as to 
utilize both your own strength and 
the weight of the victim. It places the 
pressure over more of the back than 
does the Prussian Backbreaker and 
fewer men are injured. Still, Rocca, 
being a decent sort, should never use 
it. He doesn’t have to, anymore. Not 
since he killed that Jap with it and 
afterward came to America to score 
one of the most phenomenal suc- 
cesses in history. 


The popular Drop Kick, also em- - 
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نن روي ا ۲ US‏ 


The awesome Back-Breaker is pictured clearly as Danno McDonald applies it on Mel 
Peters. Peters was forced to give up or have his spine snapped. He wisely gave up. 


ployed by Rocca with spectacular 
effectiveness, and now adopted by 
many other wrestlers, is not nearly as 
bad as it looks and does not come 
under «the heading of dangerous 
holds. “Jumping” Joe Savoldi, years 
ago, first introduced the Drop Kick 
and thus helped inaugurate Modern 
Wrestling, along with the flying tackle 
of Gus Sonnenberg and Giant Swing 
of Sandor Szabo. 

Szabo, still active—still employs 
his Giant Swing on occasion, and 
never fails to bring down the house 
with it. Not to mention his opponent. 
Sandor first knocks his man groggy, 
so that he droops forward. Then the 
great Hungarian star seizes him 
around the. neck in a sort of “quick 
reverse stranglehold,” and lunges up- 
ward and backward. The other man 
either comes with him—or his head 
comes off in Sandor’s arms. Thus far, 
the man has always left the canvas, 
soared upward and described a com- 
plete loop, to land on his back—and 
to defeat. This hold too can prove 
fatal—as it almost did once in Aus- 
tralia. Just after World War II 
Sandor used it on an Australian mat 
star. The poor chap was finally 
brought around after three hours but 
he never wrestled again. 

Buddy Rogers’ Pile Driver, also 
used effectively by The Bruiser, is a 


terrible weapon. Along with the Prus- 
sian Backbreaker and the Knee Drop, 
we feel The Pile Driver should be 
outlawed due to its extreme brutality 
and the chance of death or perma- 
nent injury resulting from its use. 

Rogers, who can be among the 
meanest of men when aroused, uses 
it to best—or worst—advantage. He 
seizes his opponent around the waist, 
or in a combination crotch-and-nel- 
son hold, after first knocking him half 
senseless. Then he hoists him up so 
that he is perpendicular to the mat. 
Whereupon Buddy drops to the floor, 
with his own and the victim's weight 
smashing the latter’s head forcibly 
against the mat in a vertebrae-crush- 
ing dive. This observer has not seen 
any wrestler, once subjected to the 
Pile Driver, recover sufficiently to 
win, or even walk home. 

Sometimes the word “hold” is ap- 
plied to body’ movements and wres- 
tling devices that cannot possibly be 
called holds in the true sense of the 
word. We mention it here because 
one of the most popular wrestlers of 
them all, Haystacks Calhoun—who 
weighs more than a quarter of a ton 
and can really wrestle—has a favor- 
ite “hold” which no one can dupli- 
cate. At least, not with the same 
amount of force. Haystacks slams his 
opponent around until he has him in 


a semi-conscious state. Then, with 
surprising speed, he runs forward, 
throws his 600-plus pounds into the 
air—and lands with a squashing thud 
on the other fellows’ prone body. 
This invariably brings victory to Hay- 
stacks. 

Thirty years ago another big guy 
—Man Mountain Dean—did the 
same thing with his measly 350- 
pounds. Only he landed backside- 
first; Haystacks, more humane, lands 
on his belly. (That’s humane?) 

The Sleeper is one of the most 
popular holds—and it, unlike the 
others, is a genuine hold—being used 
by several of the more skillful expo- 
nents of the sport. The team of Curtis 
and Lewin are notable for their suc- 
cess with this hold. Curtis claims to 
have been taught the Sleeper while in 
the Marine Corps during the war. 
Countering this is Verne Gagne, a 
former champion who says he first 
brought the Sleeper to civilization. 

Well, our historian just unearthed 
an interesting item from a 1935 issue 
of a wrestling magazine long since 
dead. The article reads: “Jim Lon- 
dos, the Greek Adonis, is an expert 
with the use of leverage. The Greek 
dug up something new with his “Un- 
conscious Grip,” a cross between a 
headlock and a strangle.” 

That, Curtis and Gagne, is a per- 
fect description—even to the title— 
of the sleeper! (Anyone who can find 
documentary evidence of earlier sleep- 
ers, please write in—we'd like to 
trace this one down.) The Sleeper, 
however it got its start, is executed in 
much the same way by everybody. 
You get your man down on the can- 
vas, preferably somewhat whoozy 
from punishment; then you clamp 
your forearm around his neck. Seize 
your wrist with the other hand and. 
apply pressure. The blood from the 
carotid artery is cut off and—dark- 
ness comes quickly. Remove the pres- 
sure—it’s light again—but by that 
time the match is over. 

Don Curtis’ version of the Sleeper 
is somewhat cruel, with much of the 
pressure on the jaw. Mark Lewin and 
Verne Gagne, being gentler souls, 
don’t hurt so much. 

The dreaded Knee Drop, as per- 
formed by Wladek “Killer” Kowal- 
ski, is possibly the most dangerous 
“hold” of all, simply because it is im- 
possible to control. Even when its 


Big Hans Schmidt has his own version of the Back Breaker as shown 


Most wrestlers fear the Pile Driver more than any other hold used 
above. He digs his shoulder into victim's back and bounces him. 


in wrestling. Here Buddy Rogers uses it to defeat Bobby Managoff. 


executor (executioner, in some cases) 
does not wish to seriously injure his 
victim, he may not have anything to 
say about it. 

The truth will never be known— 
whether Kowalski intended to chop 
off Yukon Eric’s ear with that most 
fateful of all the knee drops; never- 
the less, that's what happened. But 
that could be excused, horrible 
though it was, if it were only an iso- 
lated incident of injury from this hold. 
In addition, Kowalski once used the 
drop on Tarzan Zorra. This time he 
didn’t miss, landing flush on Zorra’s 
throat. The wrestler’s vocal cords 
were badly injured and he almost 
died from a ruptured windpipe. This 
device, as we have said, should be 
banned from the wrestler’s repertory. 

The foregoing are the most spec- 
tacular holds. Other holds are easier 
to apply or less dangerous. These are 
some of them: 

The Judo Chop. This, as the name 
implics, is a favorite of many of the 
leading Japanese wrestlers. Needless 


to say, when an expert inflicts this 
blow against the back of a man’s 
neck, or the bridge of his nose, it is 
not only painful but sometimes para- 
lyzing. Worked effectively, it can win 
a match. It must, however, be used 
in conjunction with some other rea- 
sonable holds to be called a part of 
wrestling. 

The so-called “Tomahawk” of Don 
Eagle and Chief Big Heart, a pair of 
genuine Indians, is merely a variation 
of the Judo Chop. The Indians, how- 
ever, only use it when they shove 
their man against the ropes and slug 
him on the Adam’s apple with the 
side of their open palm as he bounces 
off. This, too, is sometimes a match- 
ending device. 

Big Heart, a truly fine wrestler, 
also uses a hold that not only fin- 
ishes the average match, but some- 
times finishes an above-average op- 
ponent. It’s called the “Bow and Ar- 
row,” and it looks like one. After 
slugging his victim with a “toma- 
hawk,” he leaps astride the prone 


body. Gripping one of the man’s feet 
and the opposite arm, he pulls up- 
ward—and pulls, and pulls, all the 
while screaming at the top of his 
lungs. The man is pulled into the 
form of a bow—and in no time is 
completely shot. 

Ray Gunkel, one of the best of the 
young wrestlers, has a gimmick he 
calls the “Cobra Twist.” This one is 
tough to apply because it’s very com- 
plicated and is doubly difficult when 
the opponent is on the floor. Ray first 
gets his man into what would appear 
to be a modified flying scissors. Then 
he seizes the right arm of his victim 
and pulls it back in a kind of arm- 
lock. With the force coming from 
three directions, it is a scrappy and 
sturdy wrestler who can emerge from 
this hold and walk, let alone win. 
Need we say that Gunkel rarely loses? 

There they are, a baker’s dozen of 
the most feared — and popular — 
holds of our more popular wrestlers. 
They also help make wrestling what 
it is—Axmerica's top spectator sport. 
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THE SHEIK 


(continued from page 43) 

Then the Sheik, clad in a rich-looking silk kimono, 
entered. We can’t say he appeared friendly. In fact, we 
got the urge to call for help. But he sat down, glaring at 
us. The interview began. 

"Where," I asked Salome, who, if she's as beautiful 
as her eyes suggest, must be quite a dish of paklava, 
"does he come from? There's a lot of controversy about 
that. Some say Arabia, some say Syria." 

*He is from Beirut, Lebanon," said Salome, and she 
said it like she meant it. 

"He's a real Arab, then, and not just a store dummy- 
type Arab." 

° Salome looked confused. We explained. 

“Oh, yes—he is not only an Arab, he is the son of a 
Chief. He would have been the leader of his whole tribe 
if he had stayed in the Middle East. He might even have 
gone to the United Nations." (As if they weren't having 
enough trouble!) 

"And when did he decide to come to America?" 

""Three years ago. He is only in his thirties, you know." 
We didn't. Like everything else about the Shiek, even his 
age is a mystery. Gradually, as we spoke to the tiny, 
robed woman who sat demurely on the edge of the couch, 
some of the mystery was cleared away. 

"Salome," we asked, "how did you come to get—er— 
mixed up with the Sheik?" 

She dropped a quiet bomb. “I was his child bride," 
she said. “In the desert outside Beirut, the Sheik’s tribe 
wanted a wife for the new Chief-to-be. Since I was the 
prettiest girl in Lebanon, and came from a good family, 
I was chosen. We were married shortly before he came 
to America." 

“Did he start his wrestling career in this country?” 

"No. He was the champion wrestler of Lebanon and 
most of the Middle East. There were no more men to 
wrestle—he beat them all—so instead of becoming Chief, 
he came here to continue his career." Salome cast a shy 
glance at her Arab prince; almost a proud glance. “They 
say he is one of the most feared wrestlers in the world. 
And he is very, very good, isn't he?" 

We said yes, but as it happens, the Sheik is stronger 
than he is good. He knows the holds, of course, and he 
can wrestle better than most. But, in competition with 
the acknowledged contenders—which is what the Sheik 
happens to be—he uses brute strength more than science. 
He has a couple of basic holds, such as the Claw, which 
account for most of his victories, but it is generally the 
back-breaking, wearing-down process of attrition that 
finally puts his opponents in such condition that he can 
apply one of his favorite holds. He isn't especially fast, so 
he resorts to brutality to win. And he is one of the most 
brutal men in the world. 

Few men have been disqualified more often. One 
problem the Sheik has is his inability to understand 
when he's spoken to. In addition to the language barrier, 
he tends to go into a kind of trance when in the ring. His 
strange eyes blaze fiercely, and his mind seems closed to 
what's going on about him. Only his opponent matters, 
and the Sheik doesn't care how he beats him. At such a 


out?” 


time, neither the referee nor the fans can reach the 
Arab’s fogged mind. It is known that on more than one 
such occasion, Salome has literally saved the life of the 
Sheik’s opponent. She seems to have the key to reach him 
when he runs amok. NE 

*He Kicks you around a lot," we remarked delicately, 
*. doesn't that bother you? We referred to his brutal 
treatment of her when she performs her duties of valet and 
helper during the Sheik's pre-match ritual with prayer 
rug and smudge pot. ۱ ; 

Salome’s lovely eyes widened. “In the Orient it is 
different than here. There, women know their place. 
Here, they run you men like puppets. You wait on them 
and do everything for them, and they laugh at you. In 
my country it is the opposite. We like to serve our men 
—and they make us like it by proving their superiority. 
Yes, he beats me, but, even though it hurts, I do not 
complain. If I did, he would only beat me harder.” She 
shrugged. 

“What,” I asked, “do you folks do for kicks? I mean, 
do you have any hobbies?” 

She shook her head. “We live only to work. Later we: 
will return home—and there we will buy a village and 
live happily in the desert.” 

Thousands of American’ wrestling fans will be glad 
to see that day arrive. For the Sheik makes enemies 
wherever he goes. It is rare that he condescends to live 
in a hotel. Usually he tries to pitch a low, black Arabic- 
type tent on a town square or in a city park. The police 
then have to explain to Salome that such things just are 
not done in America, much as they’d like to oblige. This 
usually gets the Sheik in a rage, but thus far Salome’s 
efforts have presented serious bloodshed. 

Just before our interview ended, we made a mistake 
—and not even Salome could prevent bloodshed! I ad- 
mired her silken veil and casually said, “That looks ex- 
pensive—is it real silk or dacron?” I reached out to 
touch the cloth. 

The Sheik must have thought I meant to unveil her— 
a sin punishable by death. He leaped toward me with a 
bellow of rage. Both Salome and I moved quickly—and 
in opposite directions. She threw herself in front of her 
crazed master and grabbed his foot. He fell sprawling. 
I leaped backward, falling over the chair. 

"Get out, quickly—I can't hold him!" she screamed. 
The Sheik beat at her with his fists, and kicked at her 
small body. 

Torn between my gentlemanly instincts and the desire 
to save my own skin, I hesitated. Then I got a look at 
the Sheik’s eyes. They were stark, staring mad—and 1 
say so in any court! I’m convinced that he would have 
killed me if he’d got his hands on me. 

I opened the door and, as I ran down the four flights 
of stairs, I could hear the guttural roars of anger behind 
me. Dashing past the desk clerk, I saw him nod with 
understanding. “Never fails,” he murmured. The house 
detective, lounging against the desk, agreed. “Wonder if 
we can get a court injunction to put that crazy Arab 


That's all I heard for by now I was in the street. I hope 
that’s where they put the Sheik. Even more so, I hope he 
never gets to be the head of Lebanon and gets into the 
United Nations. World War III would surely follow! e 


T 


Readers 


(continued from page 7) 


NEW TAG TEAM CHAMPS 
Sirs: 

The tag team match at Madison Square Garden 
between the Fabulous Kangaroos, American 
champions, and the new team of Sailor Thomas 
and Sweet Daddy Siki, ended with the Kangaroos 
being defeated. It was not clear, however, whether 
this was a "title" match or not. Did Siki and 
Thomas win the title or not? 

MARCEL MICHELIN 
Syracuse, New York 


© Since the Kangaroos were defeated, we must 
consider Thomas and Siki the new champions. 
—ED. 


RICKI STILL A STAR 


Sirs: 

Up to a few months ago I was astounded, 
thrilled and rendered helpless with laughter by 
the antics of ballet dancer-wrestler Ricki Starr. 
He was a wonder in the ring, and I suspect he is 
a very fine wrestler despite his small size. Cer- 
tainly he knows the science of the game. Recently 
he has not been seen around the Washington- 
Baltimore area. Does this mean he has retired to 
become a dancer—which, I understand is his goal 
in life? If so, it is a good thing for the ballet, but 
a severe loss for wrestling. 

JACK DeBIASE 
Baltimore, Md. 


@ Ricki Starr, one of the most talented wres- 
tlers in the world, is still around. But not around 
Washington. He’s out on the West Coast, laying 
them in the aisles and in general adding to the 
enormous success he scored in the East. For more 
complete story about Rickie see the next issue of 
“WRESTLING REVUE.—ED. 


SCOOP—WR GOING BI-MONTHLY 


Sirs: 

I like WRESTLING REVUE not only better 
than any other wrestling magazine (none of which 
offer any competition, really but better than any 
other magazine, period. But it has one big trouble 
— it doesn’t come out often enough! Four times a 
year is just too long to wait between issues. Why 
don’t you enlarge the magazine or bring it out 
more often? I’m sure other fans fee: the same 


way. 


DENTON MARSH 
Biloxi, Miss. 


@ We planned from the very beginning to in- 
crease the number of issues per year if public 
demand warranted it. We are pleased to announce 
that the demand was there and then some. Start- 
ing with the next issue, which will be dated De- 
cember/61, WRESTLING REVUE will go bi- 
monthly, bringing to its readers six action-packed 
issues per year instead of only four. We would 
like to take this opportunity to thank you, the 
public, for making our success possible.—ED. 


AGAIN THE CHAMPIONSHIP MUDDLE 


Sirs: 

Here in the Minneapolis-St. Paul area Verne 
Gagne is recognized as World Heavyweight Cham- 
pion. But in WRESTLING REVUE you continue ` 
to call Pat O’Connor the champion. Once and for 
all, who is the real champion? 

JOHN LaMERE 
Amery, Wisc. 


MORE MUDDLE 


In your Summer/61 issue you published the 
names of all the World Heavyweight Champions, 
ending with Pat O’Connor. Here in Minneapolis 
we are told that the title is held by Verne Gagne, 
who was awarded the championship when O’Con- 
nor un-heeded Gagne’s challenge for a title match. 
We have watched Verne defend the title here 
against such as Gene Kiniski, Hard-Boiled Hag- 
gerty and many others. We are also told that he 
defends his championship in other parts of the 
country. Frankly we are confused and would like 
to know who really is the World Heavyweight 
Champion. 

JUDY BANGERT and 
MERRIE ANN NOUKKI 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


@ The whole confusing matter of wrestling 
champions was thoroughly and frankly discussed 
in an article titled “Wrestling Must Have a Genu- 
ine Champion” (Fall/59) the first issue of WRES- 
TLING REVUE. In the two years since, the situa- 
tion remains as confused as ever, with more and 
more people searching for an answer. We have 
received thousands of letters similar to the two 
printed above from every part of the U.S. The 
complaint is always the same: WRESTLING RE- 
VUE calls Pat O’Connor the champion but here 
in our part of the country we recognize so and so. 
How come? 

Since the Fall/59 issue is completely sold out, 
and since so many of you never had the opportu- 
nity to read “Wrestling Must Have a Genuine 
Champion,” we have decided to publish a con- 
densed version of that highly controversial and 


enlightening article in the next issue. It should 


clear many a confused mind.—ED. 


sake FS 


BUILD THE IDEAL BODY IN THE 
PRIVACY OF YOUR OWN HOME.. 


THE BARBELL EQUIPMENT 
Offered By 


BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE 
was perfected after years of pain- 
staking research and is considered 
by many to be the finest available 
anywhere. Remember, BETTER 
HEALTH INSTITUTE is your guaran- 
tee of the best. 


DO YOU HAVE THE PHYSIQUE SHE 
CAN'T RESIST? IF NOT, CONSIDER 
THIS: The quickest and surest way 
to build a magnificent, healthy, 
eye-catching body is with a con- 
trolled method of weight training. 


Now you can use the same exclusive 
BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE system 
and equipment many world famous 
athletes have been using for years 
to develop their superb bodies. The 
results will amaze you. Not only 
will your whole general appear- 
ance improve beyond your fondest 
dreams, but you'll feel like a new 
man, with boundless energy at your 
command and a new zest for living. 


Quickest, Surest Way to Build a Magnificent, Muscular Body is with BETTER 


WEIGHT TRAINING IS NOT RESTRICTED TO ANY AGE GROUP, NOR IS IT 
se RE اوغ ده سا‎ 
EFFECTIVE FOR ONLY THOSE WHO WANT TO BUILD HERCULEAN BODIES. 
—— — — - n s تت‎ 


The middle-aged man, for example will discover that training with 
weights quickly turns ugly, useless fatty tissue into effective muscle. The 
well-conditioned man feels years younger and does his job more effi- 
ciently than the man who allows his body to remain dormant. The young 
teenager will find weight training invaluable for building the solid 
foundation that will determine his appearance and possibly even his 
success in later life. Yes, for men from eight to eighty, nothing does it 
like proper training with weights. 


FREE WITH EVERY SET: Our 
famous, easy to follow WALL 
CHART that shows you how 
to get the most out of your 


equipment... plus a specially- 
prepared TRAINING MANUAL 


—A $5.00 Value FREE! 


ORDER THE SET THAT BEST 
FITS YOUR NEEDS, START 
TRAINING AND THRILL TO 
THE AMAZING RESULTS. 


BASIC SET 26 PIECES $16.95 


1. Two 14-inch solid steel bars. 
2. Two revolving dumbbell sleeves. 
3. Four small collars. 4. Four 21⁄2- 
pound plates. 5. Eight 144-pound 
plates. 6. Two kettlebell handles. 
7. One multi-purpose headstrap. 
8. One collar wrench. 9. One Wall 
Chart. 10. One Silver Jubilee 
Training Manual. 


SEMI-PROFESSIONAL SET 
32 PIECES $23.95 


1. One 4-foot solid steel bar. 
2. Eight small collars. 3. Eight 21⁄2- 
pound plates. 4. Eight 114-0006 
plates. 5. Two 12-inch solid steel 
dumbbell bars. 6. Two revolving 
dumbbell sleeves. ,7. One collar 
wrench. 8. One headstrap. 9. One 
Wall Chart. 10. One Silver Jubilee 
Training Manual. 


SINE 
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COMPLETE PROFESSIONAL SET 
43 PIECES $39.95 


1. One 5-foot solid steel bar. 
2. One knurled revolving sleeve. 
3. Ten small collars. 4. Two long 
collars. 5. Two 10-pound plates. 
6. Two 5-pound plates. 7. Four 
2¥2-pound plates. 8. Eight 11⁄4- 
pound plates. 9. Two 14-inch 
dumbbell bars. 10. Two revolving 
dumbbell sleeves. 11. Two kettle- 
bell handles. 12. One multi-pur- 
pose headstrap. 13. One wrist 
roller. 14. One collar wrench. 
15. One pair iron health boots. 
16. One Wall Chart. 17. One Silver 
Jubilee Training Manual. 
Our Reputation is based on Top 
Quality and Prompt Delivery 

۳۳ ۳ E ee eee GU kam ee ee JI 

BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE 31 Union Square West — Room 501 

New York 3, New York 
Please send me the BARBELL SET checked below. | enclose payment 


| il in full 
== Ma [BASIC SETA Soo ree Ee ps uns ve $1695 
E] SEMI-PROFESSIONAL SET ........ 5 
Your C] COMPLETE PROFESSIONAL SET oiin ss $39.95 

NAME 


STREET E 
CINA SEI EAE ONESTA E 
For immediate delivery make payment with money order. No C.O.D. orders 


ALL PRICES F.O.B. PENNSYLVANIA FOUNDRY. 
Offor good in United States ONLY. 


. | BUILDS STRONG BODIES! 
AG ۳۱ ۳۵ ۳ makes soup MUSCLE! 
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BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE'S < 
HI-PROTEIN IS A DELICIOUS, 


NUT-FLAVORED, SCIENTIFICALLY-PREPARED AND 
LABORATORY-TESTED TABLET DESIGNED TO 
SUPPLEMENT THE DIET OF THE WHOLE FAMILY. 


ومومو هوم ومو یوو موو د 


Why not join the thousands of people who are now \ 
regularly taking our HI-PROTEIN? You'll soon dis- 
cover for yourself the thrill of renewed vigor and 
vitality. With BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE’S HI- 
PROTEIN you'll be truly amazed at your new-found 
ENERGY. Get on the road to good health the easy, 
pleasant, BETTER HEALTH HI-PROTEIN way! š . Contents: 


800 Tablets 


REMEMBER Zç ca Mat a Factor... Protein ¿a f 
DAD will recapture the drive that has been eluding him 


MOM will be surprised at how quickly she'll wisk through the 
household: chores. 


YOUNGSTERS vill show fewer signs of fatigue from vigor- 
ous play. 


HI-PROTEIN ۱5 INEXPENSIVE . . ITS RESULTS PRICELESS. ORDER YOUR SUPPLY TODAY! 


Here's 704. YOU NEED A DAILY PROTEIN SUPPLEMENT 3 
۶ IN ADDITION TO 3 SQUARE MEALS BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE 31 Union Square West — Room 501 


New York 3, New York 


Whether you're an athlete or an office worker, three meals a day often do not 4 
supi ly your body's protein needs. That's why leaders in sports rely on high Please send me the quantity of HI-PROTEIN checked below. 


protein tablets to supplement their dally food intake, to assure perfect per- ۳ 
formance — and a zest for living. | enclose payment in full. 
PROTEIN STARVATION — A deficiency of proteins can leave you lacking in pe 
and energy, can bring on “hypoproteinism’’ — insufficlent protein. BECAUSI 
THE BODY CANNOT STORE PROTEIN, you require a new supply every day for 
good health. 
PROBLEMS OF MIDDLE AGE — People over 40 frequently suffer from protein 
E deficlency, causing premature tissue wastage, anemia and bone atrophy. Pro- 
E tein repairs and bullds muscles, blood, hair and skin . . ۰ keeps you looking 
younger. 
EFFECTIVE EXERCISE — You get more out of exercise when you supplement 
your diet with high protein tablets. Protein us you the extra energy for. 
vigorous exercising that breaks down unwanted fat deposits, redistributes 
ı weight and improves your build, High protein tablets and exercise together 
work twice as fast as exercise alone. 
THE PROTEIN SUPPLEMENT FOR YOU — HI-PROTEIN TABLETS are the most 
um pern tablets . . . provide more protein of high biological value and 
e 11 essential. amino acids. Chew HI-PROTEIN TABLETS at home, work, 
few pennies a day bring you new pep, strength ۰ ۰ . and a better 


DJ Seventeen day supply (250 tablets) 
D] More than a month's supply (450 tablets) f 
O More than two month's supply (800 tablets) سر‎ X STE $6.95 


NAME e eurer ei o 22 ENT s 
STREET — Ros cone ec uA sr s کا‎ MEIN F: 
CITY. ZONE STATE, | 


For immediate delivery moke payment with money order, No C.O.D. orders 
accepted. Offer good in U.S. only 


تسمچسججصسسسسس۴څسيس۹ک۹سسك#څکمټسمتد1٧1‏ د 


Official 
WRESTLING 
RATINGS 


A poll of leading promoters, newsmen 
and the wrestlers themselves 
guided us in compiling these ratings. 


EDOUARD CARPENTIER 


MALE 


1-BUDDY ROGERS 

2-PAT O’CONNOR 

3- THE BRUISER 

4- EDOUARD CARPENTIER 

5- VERNE GAGNE 

6- ANTONINO ROCCA 

7-BOB ELLIS 

8- WHIPPER WATSON 

9-JOHNNY VALENTINE 
10- KILLER KOWALSKI 


BOB ELLIS 


FEMALE 


1-JUNE BYERS 

2- PENNY BANNER 

3- LORRAINE JOHNSON 

4-JUDY GRABLE 

5- ROSE ROMAN 

6- ALMA MILLS 

7-BONNIE WATSON 

8-CORA COMBS 

9-JUDY GLOVER 
10-KATHY STARR 


TAG TEAMS — دم‎ p s 
1-THE KANGAROOS color have been added to WRES- 
TLING REVUE. It is our small 
يی‎ l1 EM MORE sn 
5 enthusiastic way in which 
4- THE GALLAGHER BROTHERS COLOR you have acoentad the nie 
5- DON FARGO and RAY SHIRE zine since its birth in Au- 
6- TINY MILLS and STAN KOWALSKI PAGES IN ,. 1959. 
7-SWEET DADDY SIKI and WRESTLING We consider it a privilege 
ART THOMAS to pass some of the rewards 
8-JOHNNY VALENTINE and REVUE back to you, the readers, who 


ARGENTINE APOLLO made it all possible. 


9 - JOHNNY BAREND and Sincerely, 
GENE DUBUQUE AL 
10- BILLY GOELZ and 


JOHNNY GILBERT a Publisher 


What do you want out of life... 


The whole family, mother, daughter, father and son will enjoy 
hours of fun and relaxation, but most important of all, find new, 
undreamed of strength and vitality by exercising with this 
COMPLETE HOME GYM. You can easily and quickly build 
the kind of body you've always wanted without spending a for- 
tune at a Health Club or gymnasium. What the health .clubs 
and elaborate body building mail order courses claim they can 
do for you, you can do for yourself right in your own home and 


for a price you can afford. 


Here is 
what you 
get ata 
price you 
can 
afford 


1— BARBELL. This adjusta- 
ble attachment enobles you 
to perform lifling exercises 
which will duplicate the re- 
sults of heavy, clumsy bar- 
bells. 

2—WALL PULLEYS. With 
this ingenious part of the 
COMPLETE HOME GYM, you 
can perform any wall pully 
exercise . . . wonderful for 
conditioning the chest and 
back. 

3—HAND GRIPS. To in- 
crease the power of the 
hand, wrist and arm. 
4—CABLE CHEST PULL. A 
supplement to the wall 
pully, this device will build, 
with remarkable speed, the 
whole upper body. 
5—ROWING MACHINE 
ATTACHMENT. Here is an 
‘outstanding feature of this 
sel, one that will keep you 
feeling young and vigor- 
ous. In itself it is worth the 
price of the entire HOME 
GYM. 

6—FOOT STIRRUPS. For 
an endless variety of orm 
and leg exercises. 
7—HEAD STRAP. Your 
vital neck muscles spring 
alive through the use of this 
clever attachment. 
8—SKIP ROPE. An old 
standby of oll athletes for 
building speed and. coor- 
dination of the legs and 
wrists, 


Better Health Institute, Dept. BB-2 
31 Union Square, West—Room 501 
New York 3, New York 

Please rush me your COMPLETE HOME GYM. | enclose $14 as 
payment in full. 


Add e, 
Giy Spi Á | 


n U.S. & Canada. For delivery in all other countries add | 
ts. No C.O.D. orders accepted. For quickest 


fe e EUN a 8 IE Pc 


Offer good ii 
$3.00 for shipping cos! 
delivery make payment with money order. 


| 
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HEALTH? 
STRENGTH 
VITALITY? 


Are these goals worth 


STRETCHING for? 
If so, this 


rn Y are 


UU. 1 Í d 1 
HOME 


PERFECT FOR BEGINNERS—The COMPLETE HOME 
GYM is based on the theory of adjustable tension. This means 
that you adjust the amount of tension by either increasing or 
decreasing the number of springs on the exercisers. As you 
progress in your training your strength increases and therefore 
you require greater resistance. Thus even the youngest child 
can benefit from the HOME GYM. 

Simply follow the instructions, a few hours each, week, then 
marvel at the result as thousands of others have done before you. 


> 


